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To the moſt Noble, Hono- 
rable, and worthy Lord, William Earle 
of Pembroke, Lord Herbert of 
Caraiffe, Marmion,and Saint 
Quinuae, 


(higher 
ext Earle, whoſe brane Heroiks minds is 
And nobler, then thy noble high Degree: 
”_ eutwaraſhape, though it moſt lonely be 
Doth in faire Robes 4 fairer Soule attier: 
Who rich in fading wealth, endleſſe Treaſure 
Of Vertae,Va/our, Learning, richer art, 
Whoſe preſent greatne(]e, men eſteeme but part 
Of what by line of future Hope they meaſure. 
Theu worthy Sonne vate a peereleſſe mother, 
Or Nephew te great Sidney of remowne, 
Who haſt d:{erw'd thy Coronet, to crowne 
With Lawrell crowne, « crowne excelling th ather 
Lconſecrate theſe Rimes to thy great N ame, 
which if thon like, they ſeeke no other fame. 
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To the Reader. 


EING induced by ſome priuare 
reaſons, and by the inflant entreaty 
of ſpeciall friends, to ſuffer ſome of 
my worthlefle poems to be publi- 
ſhed, I defired te make ſome writ- 
| ten by my deere friendse Anonymer, 
and my deerer Brother , to beare them company + 
Both without their conſent, the latter being m the | 
low-Country warres , and thereft ytterly ignorant 
thereof, My friends names I eoncealed; mine owne 
and my brothers, 1willed the Printer to ſupprefle, 
as well as Ihad concealed the other ; which ha- 
uing put in without my priuity,we muſtnow ynder« 
goa ſharper cenſure perhaps then our namelefle 
workes ſhould haue done, and Teſpecially. For if 
their Poerns be liked, the praiſe is due to their in- 
uention -if difliked , 'the blame both by them, and 
all men, will be derived ypon mee, for publiſhing 
that which they meant to ſupprefle, | 
| If thou thinke we affe& by theſe kinds of 
writings, though I thinke them no diſparagement 
euen to the beſt ud gements, yet I anſwere in all ous 
behalfes, with the princely ſhepheard Doraz. 

Our hearts do ſeeke another eſtimation. 

If thou condemne Poetryin generall,and affirme: 
that it doth intoxicate the braine, and make men vt-- 
terly pe for more ſerious ſiudies, or for an 
aQtiue courle of life, 1 onely ſay, [ubeo te ſiultum 4 
libemter, Since experience proues by examples of 
many, both dead and living, that divers delighted, 
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ayd excelling herein, being Princes or States-men, 
þ haue gouerned and counſelled as wiſely, being ſoul- 
diers, haue commanded armies as fortunately,being 

Lawyers, haue pleaded as iudicially and eloquently, 

being Diuines, have written & taught as protound- 

ly, and being of any other profeſſion, haue Giſchar- 
92d it as ſufficieatly as any other men wharſocuer: If 
lixing other kinds, thou wiſlike the Lyricall,becauſe 
the chiefeſt ſubie&t thereof is Louc;1 reply, thar loue 
being vertuoully intended , and worthily placed, is 
the whetſftone of wit, and ſpurre to all generous ac- 
tions: and many excellent ſpirits with great fame of 
wit, and no ftaine of iudgement, haue written ex- 
cellently In this kind , 2nd ſpecially the euer-prailc- 
worthy Sidney: So as if thou will needs make a fauls, 
ſor-rhine owne part, , 
. Haudjim:0, fi iam neques defenders crimen 
- (am tanto commune Virs. | 
It any oye againſt the mixing (both at the be» 
ginning & end of chis bogke) of diverſe things writ- 
ten by great & learned perſonages, with our meane 
and wortklefle ſcriblings , 1vtterly diſclaime it, as 
being done by the Printer, eyther to grace the fore- 
front with Sir Philip Sidneys,and others names,or to 
-make the booke grow.to a competent volume, 

For theſe Pocms in particular, I could alledge theſe 
excuſes, that thoſe vnder the name of Anormmes 
were written ( as appeareth by diuers things to Sir 
Philip Sidn:y living, and of him dead) almoſt twenty 
yeares fince, when Poetry was farre from that per= 
faftion;to which it hath now attained; that my bro- 
ther is þy profeſſion a Souldier, and wasnot 18 years 
eld whca he writ theſe toyes ; that mine owne' were 
made moſt of them lixe or ſcuen yeares (ince, at idle 
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_of mine owne ; thy miſlikes I contemne, thy praiſes 
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times asI journeyed vp and downe during my tra- 
uails, Bur to leaue their works to inflifie themſelues, 
orthe Authors to iuſtific their works, and to ſpeake 


( which Incither deſerue, norexpe&) 1 cfteeme nor, 
as hoping (God willing) ere long,ts regaine thy 

ood opinion, if loſt; or more deſeruedly toconti- 
nue it, if alreadic obtained, by ſome grauer wotke, 
Farewell, 
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YET OTHER TWELVE WON» 
ders of the World, neuer before 
publiſhed, ByIoun Dav1s. 


| I. The Comtier, (white 


Onghaue Iliu'd in Court, yetlearn'd notall this 
To ſe] poore ſutors, ſmoke: nor where Lhate to 
Super1ors te adore,inferiors to deſpiſe, (ſmile: 

To flie ans ſuch as fall, to follow ſuch asriſe, 

| Tocloake apoore deſire vnder a rich array, 

| Notto aſpire by vice,though twere the quicker rray, 

| Il, The Divine. 


My calling is Diuine, and I from God am ſcor, 

I will no chop-church be, nor pay my patron rent, 
Nor yeeld to facriledge, but like the kind rrue mother, 
Rather will looſe all the child, then part it with another, 
Much wealth 1 will not ſeeke, cor worldly maſters ſerue, 
So to grow rich & fat, while my poore flock doth Rterue 


Tl. The Souldier. 


My occupation is the noble trade of Kings, 
| The tryall that decides the higheſt right of chin gs: 
Thaugh M ax s my Maſter be, IdoenotVENnvYs loue, 
Nor honour Baccu ys oft,noroften ſweare by lo vs 
Of ſpeaking of myCſalfe,I all occaſion ſhunne, 
And rather loue to doe, then boaſt what 1 haue done. 


INI, The Lowyer, 


The Layy my calling is, my robe,my tongue,my ped, 
Wealth andopinion gaioe, and make me ludge of m:n, 
The knowne diſhoneſt cauſe, l never did defend, 

Nor ſpun out ſutes in length,but wiſht and ſought an ends | 
Nor counſaile did bewray,nnr of both 25ay take, all 


Nor euer tooke 1 fee for yhich I never ſpake, I 
B I ſudy | 
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Wonders of the world. 


V. ThePhiſitian. 


Iſtudy to vphold the flipperie ſtate ofman, 

Who dies,when we haue done the beft and all we can, 
From practiſeand from bookes | draw my learned skil, 
Not from the known receipt of Pothecaries bill. 

The earth my faulcs doth hide,the world my cures doth 
Whit youth and time efe&s,is oft aſcrib'de to me. (ſee. 


VI. The Merchant. 


My trade doth euery thing, to eaery land ſupply, 
Diſcouer vuknown coalts,ſftrange Countries doth ally: 
I acuer did foreftall,I neuer did ingrofle, 

Nor cuſtome did withdraw,though I return'd with loſe, 
I thrive by faire exchange,by ſelling and by buying, 
And not by Iewiſh vſc,repriſall,fraude,or lying. 


VII. TheCountry-Gentleman, 


Thouzh ſtrange eutladilh ſpirits praiſe'rowns,& country 
The cotryis my home,l fret where I was born: (ſcorn 
There profit and commaund, with pleaſure I partake, 
Yer do not Haukes,and dogs, my ſole companions make, 

I rule, but not oppreſſe,end quarrels,not maintaine, 

Se: towns, but dwel not there t'abridg my charg or train 


VIII, Toe Bacbeley. 


How many things as yet are deere alike to me, 

The field,the horle,the dog,loue armes or liberties 

I haueno wife as yet, whom 1 may call mine owne, 

I haue no children yer,that hy my name are knowne. 
Yetif I marri:d were,l wou idnot wiſh to thriue, 

If thatI coald not tame the verieſt ſhrevx aliue, 


IX. Th: married max. 


_ C3 9 - 
rar 


T only am the man among all marriedmen, 

That doe not wiſh the Prief,to be yulinkt agen: 

And thoghmy ſhoo did wring,l wold not make my mon? 
Nor chink my neighbors chance more happy then mine 
Yer court I not my wife, but yeeld obſeruance due,(own 
Being acither fond, nor crofle,nor icalous,nor votre, 


FO RE CR 


Wonders of the world, 
——; wife, 
The firſt of all our Sex came from the fide of man, 


I thither am returnd, from whence our ſex began, 

I doe not viſit oft, nor many,when I doe: 

I tell my minde to few,and thatin counſaile too, 

1 ſeeme not ficke in health,nor ſullen but in ſorrove, 

I care for ſomeyhat clic,then what to weare to morrow, 


XI. TheWidowe, 


My husbid knew, how much his death woldgrieue me, 
And therfore left me wealth to comfort and releeue me. 
Though 1 no more will haue,I muſt not loue dildaine, 
PEzxELopt her ſelfe did ſutors entertaine, 

And yet to draw on ſuch,as are of beſt efteeme, 

Nor yonger then 1 am,nor richer yill 1 ſecrze. 


XII, The Maide. 


I marriage would forſweare,but thatI heare men tell, 
That the that dies a maide,muſt lead an Ape in hell, 
Therefore if fortune come, 1 will not mocke and play, 
Nor driue the bargaine on, ill it bedriuen away, 
Titles and lands 1 like, yet rather fancie can, | 
A man that wanteth gold,then gold that wants a nan, 
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A Lottery preſented betore thelate 


uecnes Maicſtic at the Lord 
Chancellors houſe, 1 60 1, 
4 Marriner with « box under bis arme,containing all the ſenere 
thimes following,ſuppoſed ts come from the Carriche, came mie 
tbe P1 eſence ſinging this Song, 


Yw TH1aQueeneof Seas and lands, *® 
That fortune cuery where commands, 
Sent forth Fortune to the Sea, 
To try her fortune cuery way, 
There did [ fortune meet, which makes me now to fing, 
There is no fiſhing te theSea,ner ſcruſce to the wage. 
, B % 6 


The Lottery. 


All the Nymphes of Tas 715 traine, 
Did CrxTratas sfortuncentertaine: 
Many aiewell, many a iem, 

'  Wasto herfortune brought by them, 
Her fortune ſped ſo well,as makes menow to ling, 
Ihere is no filhing tothe Sea,nor {cruice tothe King, 


Fortune that it might be ſeene, 

That ſhe did ſerue a royall Quzene, 

A tranke and royall hand Cid beare, 

And caft her fauors cuery where, 
Some toies fel touny ſhare, which makes me now to ſing 
There is no filhiog to the Sea,nor ſerucce to the King. 


And the Song ended,he vttered this ſhort 
ſpeech, 


(1, d ſane yon faire Ladves all-and fur my part jf e- 
wer I be brought to anſwere my ſinnes, God for- 
Line me my fſharking and lay vſurie to my charge. 1 am 


had the fortune to light vpon theſe few trifles, I muſt 
confeſſe I came but lightly by t hem,but I no ſconer had 
Wl -; them, but I made a vow that as they came to my hands 
W || by forture,ſo I wonla not part with them but by fortune, 
| { To that end I haxe ener ſince carried theſe Lots abont 
$1 methat if | met with fit company 1 might denide my 

ob -! booty among them. And now (I th ue my good for- 

/ Soom Ser (1 thanks my good fe 

|| . . ture)T am lightedinto the beſt company of theworld, a 

[ f company of the faireſt Ladies that ener I ſaw, Come 
| L 24jz1t rie your fort unes,and if any light vpan an vn- 

fortunate blanke,let herthinks that fortune doth but 
mocks her in theſetrifle 5,4nd mewnes to pleaſure her in 


14 2,0 P? ; 


The 


a IMarriner, and am now come from the ſea, where T - 
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The Lottery. 


Tur Lows, 


1. Fortunes wheeles. 
Formune muſtnovy no more on triumph ride; 


The wheeles are yours that did her Chariots guide, 


z, APurſe. | 
Youthriue,or would,or may,your Lots a Purſe, 
Fill it with gold,and you are nere the worſe, 
3. A Maske. 

Want you a Maske,here fortune giues you one, 
Yet nature giues the Roſe,and Lilly none, 

4. A Looking Glaſſe. 
Bliode fortune doth not ſee how faire you be, 
But giues a glaſſe that you your ſclfe may ſee, 

5. A Hand-herchiefe. 

Whether you ſceeme to weepe,or weepe indeede, 
This hand-kerchiefe will ſtand you well ia ſteed. 

6. A plaine Ring, _ 
Fortune doth ſend you, kap it well or ill, 
This plaine gold Ring,to wed you to your will, 

7. A Ring with this Poeſte, 

As faithfull as I finde. 

| Your hand by Fortune on this Ring doth light, 
And yet the words do hit your hu mour right. 
8, Apaire of Gloves, 

Fortune theſe gloues to you in challenge ſends, 
For that you loue not fooles that are her friends. 
9. Adnenof Pomts, 

You are in euery point a louer true, 
And therefore fortune giues the points to you, 
IO, ALace. 
Give her the Lace that loues to be ſtraightlac'd, 
So fortunes little gift, is aptly plac'd, 
11, A paire of Kms, 
Fortune doth giue this paire of kniues to you, 
To cut the thred of loue if t be not true. 
12.. AGirdle. 
By fortnnes Girdle you may happy bee, 
But they that are lefſe happy are more free, 
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6 The Lottery. 


13. Apaire of writing Tables, 
Theſe Tables may containe your thoughts in pan, 
But write not all thats written in your heart. 
14. A paireof Garters. 
Though you haue fortunes Garters, you muſt be 
More ſtaide and conſtant in ſteps then ſhe. 
I5. A Coyfe and Croſſe-cloath. 
Frownein good earnelt,or be ficke inieſt, 
This Coife and Croſle-cloth will become you beſt, 
16, AScarfe, 
Take you this Scarfe, bind Cv p 1D handand foote, 
So loue muſt aske yeu leaue before he ſhoot, 
17. A falling Band. . 
Fortune would haue you rile,yet guides your hand, 
From others Lots to take the falling band, 
18, AStomacher, 
This Stomacher is full of windows wrought, 
Y:rnone through them can ſeeinto your thought, - 
19. A paire of Sixers. 
Theſe Sizzers doe your huſwifery bewray; 
You loue to worke, though you were borne to plays 

29, A Cbame, 
Becauſe you ſcorne loues Captiue to remaine, 
Fortune hath ſworneto leade youin a Chaine, 

21, A Praier Booke, 
Your fortune may proue good another day, 
Till fortune come, take you a booketo prays 

22, ASnufthm. 
Tis Summer yet,a Snuftkin is your Lot, 
But t'will be winter one day, doubt you not. 

23. AFane, 
You loueto ſee,and yetto be ynſeene, | 
Take you this fan to be your beauties ſkreene, 

24. A paireof Bracelets. 
Lady your Hands are fallen into a ſnare, 
ForCyvprps manacles theſe bracelets are , 

25, A Bodkm. 

Even with this Bodkin you may liue vnharmed, 
Your beauty is with yentue fo well armed. 


Fortnne 
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The Lottery. 


26, ANechlace. 
Fortune giues your faire neck this lace to weare, 
God grant aheauier yoke it neuer beare, 
27. A Cuſhmet. 
To her that little cares what Lot ſhe winnes, 
Chance giues alittle cuſhinet to ſticke pinnes, 
- * 28, ADyal. 
The dyal's yours, watch time leſt it be loſt, 
Yet they moſt loſe it that dowatch it molt. 
29. A Nutmeg with a blanke parchment init, 
This Nutmeg holds a blanke,but chance doth hide in 
Write your omwne wiſh,and Fortune will prouide ix. 
30. Blanke. 
Wotyou not why fertune giues you no prize, 
Good faith ſhe ſaw you not,ſhe wants ker eyes, 
30. Blaxke 
You are ſo daintie to be pleaſ'd, God wot, 
Chance knowes not what to giue you for a Lot» 


. 32. Blanke . 
Ti $pittie ſuch a hand ſhould draw in vaine, 
Though it gaine noughr, yer ſhall ir pittie gaine. 
lank 


33. Blanke. 
Nothing's your Lot,that's more then can be told, 
For notding is mg gag then gold, 
. 34. Blanke. 
You faine would haue, but what, you cannot tell: 
In giving nothing foxeuge ſeryes you well. 
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A contention betwixt a Wite, 
a Widdow and a 
 Maide. 


Wife, 1ddow well met,yhither goe you to day? 
. VV you not to this folend ne offering $9, 
You knowitis AgTx 2 a$ holy day: 
The Saint to whom all hearts deuotion owe-+ 
B 4 Mary 
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Widow. 


Maz2c. 


17 :dyw, 


Mzide. 


A contention betwixt. 


Marry what elſe ? 1 purpoſ'd ſo to doe, 

Doe you not marke hoy all the wiues are fine, 
And how they haue ſent preſents ready too, 
To make their offering at As TRE a $ſhiine? 


See then the ſhrine and tapers burning bright, 
Comefriend and let vs firſt our ſeiues aduance, 
We kuow our place, and if we have cur right, 
Toall the pariſh we muſt leade the dance, 


But ſoftyhat means this bold prefſiptuous maid 
To goe before without reſpetof ys? (ſtaide, 
Your forwardneſle (proude maide) muſt now be 
Whetreleatnd youto negleR your betters thus? 


Elder you are,but not my berrers here, 
This place to maides a priuiledge —_— | 
The Goddeſfe being a maid holds maidens deare 
An1 grants to them her owne prerogative, 


Beſides,on all true virgins attheir birth, 

Nature hath ſent a crowneof excellence, 

Thzr alt the wiues and widdowes of the earth, 
Should giue them place and doe them reverence. 
If ro be borne amaid be ſuch a grace, 

So was I borne and grac't by nature to, 
Butſeeking more perfeCtion toembrace 

I did become a A as athers doe, 


And ifthe maide and wife ſuch honour haue, 

I haue beene both,and hold a third degree, 
Moſt maides are Wards,and euery wite aflaue, 
I have wy livery ſucd, and Tam free. 


That is the faultthat you haue maidens beene, 
Andyvere not conſtant to continue ſo: 
Thefall of Angels did increaſe their finne, 


In that they did ſo pure a ſtate forgoe, 
But 


aWife,a Widdow and a Maide. , 


But Wife and Widdow if your wits can make, 
Your ſtate and perſons of more worth then mine: 
Aduantage to this place I will not take: 

I will bothplace and priuiledge reſigne, 


Wife, Why marriage is an honourable fate, 

Wiaow. And widowhoodisa reverend degree: 

Maide. But maidenhead that will admit no mzte, 
Like maieſtic it ſelfe muſt ſacred be, 


Wiſe. The wife is miftrefle ofher family, 

Widow. Much more the widdovy,for the rulcs alone: 

M aide, But miſtrefle of mine owne deſires am I, 
When you rule others wils and not you owne. 


wife. Onely the wife enioyes the vertuous pleaſure, 

Widow. The widdovy can abſtaine from pleaſures known: 

Maide. But th'yncorrupted maide preſerues ſuch meaſure 
As being by pleaſures wooed ſhecares for none. 


wife, The wife is like a faire ſupported vine, 

Widow. SO was the widdow,but now ſtands alone: _ 
For being growne ſtrong, ſhe needs not to incline 

Maide. Maides hke the earth, ſupported are of none. 


Wife, The wife is as a Diamond richly fer, 
Maide. The maide ynſet doth yet more rich appeare, 
Widow. The widdow a Iewell in the Cabinet, 

Which though not worne is ſtil eſteem das deare, 


Wife. The wife doth Toue,and is belou'd again e, 

Widow. The widdow is awvakt out of that dreame, 

Maide. The maides white minde had never ſuch a ſtaine, 
No pafhon troubles her cleare yertues ſtreame. 


YetifI would be lou'd,lou'd would I be, 
Like her whoſe vertue in the bay is ſcene: 
Loue to wife fades with ſatietie, 
Whereloue neuerenioyedisenergreene, 
| S$ 5 Then 
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I «Acontention betwint 


Widow. Then whats a virgin but a fruitleſle bay? 

Maide. And whats a widdovv but a roſe-lefſe bryer? 
And whatare wiucs, butwoodbinds which decay 
The ſtately Oakes,by which themlclues aſpire} 


And what is marriage buta teadious yoak*? 
Widow. And what virginitie but ſweet ſelfe-loue? 
Wife, And whats a widdow butan axell broke? 
Whoſe.one part failing veicher part can moucr 


Widew. W iues are as birds in golden cages kept, 

wife, Yet in thole cages chearcfully they ling; 

Widew. Widdowes are birds our of thoſe cages lept, 
Whoſe ioyfull notes makes all the forreſt ring, 


AMaide. But maides are birds amidft the woods ſecure, 
Which neuer had could touch, nor net could take 
Nor yhiſtle could deceiue,nor baite allure, 
But free ynto themſelues doc muſicke make, 
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Wife. Thewife is as the turtle with her mate, 

Widow. The widdow as the yyiddow douc alone; 
Whoſe truth ſhines moſt in her forſaken ftate, 

CHaide.The maide a Phoenix,and is (till but one. 


Wife The wife's a ſoule ynto her body tyed, 

Widow The widdow a ſoule departed into bliſſe: 

AMaide The maide an Angell which was ſtellified, - 
And now tas faire a houſe deſcended is, 


Wife Wiues are faire houſes kept and furnifht well, 

Widow Widdows old caſtles veide., but full of ſtate: 

Maid e Burt maides are temples where the Gods do dwel, 
To whom alone themſelues they dedicate. 


But marriage is a priſon during life, 

Where one way out, but many entries be: 
Fe, The Nun is kept in cloyſter,not thewiſe, 
Wedleck alone doth make the yirgin free, 


aWife,aWiddow anda Maide. , 11 
MaideThe maide is ever freſk,like morne in May,” 
Wife The wife with allher beames is beautified, 


Like to high noone the glory ofthe day, 
widow The widdow like a milde ſweete enentide. 


wiſe An office well ſupplide 1s like the wife, 

idowThe widdom like a gainefull office yoide: 

Maide But maides arc like contentment in this life, 
Which all the world haue ſought, but nene enioid, 


Goe wife to Dunmore, and demaund your flitch, 
widow Goe gentle maide,goe leade the Apes in hell: 
Wife Goe widdow make b me yonger brother rich, 

And then take thought and die,and all is well, 


Alas poore maid,that haft no helpe nor ſtay: 
Widew Alas poore wife,that nothing dot poſlelle; 
Miide Alas poore widdow,charitiedoth ſy, 

Pittie the widdow and the fatherleſle. 


Widow But happy widdowes haue the world at will, 

wife But happier wiues,whoſe ioyes arceuer double: 

Maide But happieſt maids whoſe hearts are calme & til, 
Whs fear,nor hope,norlouenor hate doth troble. 


Wife Euery true wife hath an indented heart, 
Wherein the couenants of loue are yrit, 
W hereof her huſband keepes the counterpart, 
And readshis comferts and his ioyes init, 


Wide But euery widdawes heart islike a booke, 
Where her ioyes paſt imprinted doe'remaine, 
But when her iudgements eye therein doth looke 
She doth not Wiſh they were to come againe, 


Maide But the maides heart a faite white table is, 
Spotlefle and pure,where no impreſſions de, 
But the immortall Caratters of bliſle, 
Whick oaely God doth write,and Angels ſee. 
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Wife But wives haue children, what a joy is this? 

Y.dowWiddows haue children too, but maids haue none 

'Maide No more haue Angels,yet they khaue more blifle, 
Then eueryet to mortall man was knowne, 


Wife The wife is like a fatre manured field: 

widow.The widow once was ſuch,butnow doth reſt, 

Maide The maide, like Paradice,vndreſt ,yntil'd, 
© Bearescrops of natiue yertue inher breaſt, 
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Wife Who would not die 2 wife as Lucrece dicd? 

$) WidewOr liue a Widdow as Penelope? 

Maide Or be a maide,and ſo be ſte!lified, 
Asallthe yertues and thegracesbe. 
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q Wife Wiues arewarme Climates well inhabited: 

* } Bat maids are frozen Zones where none may dyel 
| MaideBut faireſt people in the North are bred, 

Where Africa breeds Monſters blacke as hel}, 


Wiſe 1 hauemy husbands honour and his place, 

Widow My hus bands fortunes all ſuruiue to me. 

Maide The moone doth borrow light, you borrow grace 
When maides by their owne vertues graced be, 
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White is my colour, and no hew but this 
It will receiue,no tinfure can it ſtaine, 

(| Wife My white hath tooke one colour,burir is 
1 An honourable purple dyed in graine. 


= Its ; £ 


idowBur it hath beene my fortune to renue 
My colour twice from that is was before, 
Butnow my blacke will cake no other hue, 
And therefore now I meane tochange no more, 


#ife, Wiues are faire Apples ſerw'd in golden diſhes 
Widowwidows good wine, wt. ich time maks better much 
, Haide But Maides are grapes defired by many wiſhes, 
But that they grow (0 high as none can touch, 
I 


— 
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aWifeaWiddow anda Maide. 3 


wife, 1 haue adaughter equals you my girle, 

Maide The Daughter doth excell the mother then, 
As pearles are better then the mother of pearle, 
Maids looſe their yalue,whe they match with me, 


% - 


widow. The man with wh 1 matcht,his worthwas ſuch, 
As now 1 ſcornea maide ſhould be my peare, 

Maide.But 1 will ſcorne the man you praiſe ſo much, 
For maides are matchles,and no mate can beare. 


Hence is it that the virgine neuer loues, 
Becauſe her like,ſhe finds not any wheres 
For likeneſſe euermore affeftion moues, 
Therefore the maide hath neither loue nor peare. 


Wiſe Yetmany virgins married wiues would be, 
Widow And many a wife, would be a widdow faine. 
Mad Thereis no widdow but delires to ſee, 

If ſo ſhe might, her maiden daies againe. 


Wife There neuer vas 2 wife that lik'd her lot: 
WidowNor widdow but was clad inmourningweeds, 
AMaideDo what you will,marry,or marry not, 

Both this eſtate and that, repentance breedes, 


Wife. Burt ſbe that this eſtate and that hath ſeene, 
Doth find great ods betyeene the wife and girle, 
Maid? jndeede ſhedoth.as much as is betweene 
The meltinghaylefſtone,and the ſolid peazle, 


Wife. 1f I were widdow,my merry dayes were paſt, 

WidowNay ,then you firſt become ſweet pleaſures gueſt. 
For mayden-head ts a continuall faſt, 
And marriage is a continuall feaſt. 


Maide Wedlocke indeede hath oft compared bin, 
To publicke Feaſts, were meete a publick rout, 
Where they that are without would faine go in, 
And they that are withia would fajne goe out, 


Or 
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T4 . CAHcomention betwixt 
Or to the Iewel which this vertue had, 
That men were mad till they might it obtaine, 


But when they had it they were twiſe as mad, 
Till they were diſpolicſ of it againe. 


Wife Maides cannot iudge becauſe they cannottell, 

What comforts and what ioyes in marrige dee: 
Fade Yes,yes,though blefled Saints in heauen do dwel, 
They dee the ſoules in Purgatory ſee, 


Widow If euery wife doe liue in Purgatory, 
Then ſzre it is that widdows liue in blifſe: 
And are tranſlatedto a ftate of glory, | 
But maides as yet haue not attaind to this, 


Maide Not maides?To ſpotlefle maides this gift is giuen, 
Toliucin incorruption from their birth: 
And what js that but to inberit heauen, 
Euen while they dwell ypon the ſported earth? 


The perfeteſt of all created things; 

The pureſt gold that ſuffers no allay: (ſprings, 
The Lecers flower that on th'earths boſome 

The pearle ynbord,whole price no price can pay, 


The Chriftall glafſe that will no yenome hold, 
The mirror wherein Ange!s loue to looke: 

D't a wv a ® s bathing fountaine,cheare and cold, 
Beauties freſh Roſe,and yertues liuing booke, , 


Ofloue and fortune both the miſtrefle borne, 
The ſouereigne ſpirit that wil be thrall to none: 
The porleſſe arment that was neuer worne, 
The Princely Eagle that ſtill flies alone» 


Che ſees the world, yet her cleare thoght doth take 
No ſuch deepe print as to be chang'd thereby, 

As when we ſee the burning fire doth make, 

No ſuch jmpreflion as doth burne the eye. 

Ne 


Wiſe 


Widow 


Maide 


The Lie. Is 
No more (ſweet maide)our firife is at an end, 
Ceaſe now -:1 feare we ſhall tranſtormed be 


Tochattering Pies @s they that did contend, 
To match the Mules in their harmonic, 


Then let ys yeeld the honour and the place, 
Andlet vs both be ſurorsro the maide: 

That fince the Godefle giues her ſpeciall rome 
By her cleare hands the offring be conuaide, 


Your ſpeech I doubthath ſamediſpleaſure mou'd 
Yet let me haue the offring, I will lee: 
I know ſhe hath both wiues and widdows lou'd, 
Though ſhe would neither wife ner widdow be. 


loun DAvis. 
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(30* ſoule the bodies gueſt 
ypon a thankeleſle arrant, 
Feare not to touch rhe beſt 
the truth hall be thy warragt : 
Soc fince I needs muſt die, 


and giue the world the lies 


Say to the Court it glowes, 
and ſhines like rottzn wood, 
Say to the Churchitſhowes 
whats good, and doth no good. 
If Churchand Court reply, | 
then giuerthem both tink; | 


Tell Potentates they live 
ating by others aftion, 
Not loued ynlefle they giue, 
not ſtrong but by Medtions 
If Potentates reply, 
giue Potentate 5the lie, 
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The Lie. 
Tell men ofhigh condition, 
that mannage the eſtate, 
Their purpoſe is ambition, 
their pradtiſe onely hate; 
And if they oncereply, 
then giue them all the lie, 


Tell them that braue x mot, 

they beg for more by ſpending, 
Whein their greateſt coſt 

like nothing but commending. 
Ardit they make replie, 

then giue them allthelie. 


Tell zeale 1t wants deuotion 
tell loue itis bur luſt, 

Tell time it meets but motion, 
tell leſhit is but duſt. 

And with them not replie 
for thou muſt giue the lie, 


Tellage itdaily waſterh, 
tell honour how it alters. 
Tell beauty how ſhe blaſteth 
tell fauour bow it falters 
And as they ſhall reply, 
gtue euery one the lie, 
Tell wit how much-it wrangles 
in tickle points of nyceneſ, 
Tell wiſedome the entangles 
_ ſelfe Fh=p mnidenedle: 
And when they doe reply 
ſtraipht giue them both the lie» 


Tell Phiſicke 6fher boldnes, 
tell skill it is preuentions 
Tell charity of coldnes, 
tell laywyit is contention, 
And as they doerteply 
ſo giue them Rill the lie, 


Tall 


The Lit. 


Tell fortune ofher blindneſfſe, 
tell nature of decay, 

T<ll friendſhip of ynkindneſſe, 
tell iuſtice of delay. 

And if they will reply, 
then giuec them allche lie, 


Tell Arts they haue no ſoundnefſe, 
dur vary by eſteeming, 

Tell ſchooles they want profoundnes 
and ſtand ſo much on ſeeming, 

If Arts and ſchooles reply, 
giuearts and ſchooles the lie, 


Tell faith its fled the Cirie, 

tell how the country erreth, 
Tell manhood ſhakes of pirtie, 
tell vertue leaſt preferred. 
& Andif they doe reply, 
\ ſpare not re giue che lie. 


So when thou haſt as I, ; 
comminded thee,done blabbing, 
Becaule togiue thelie, 
deſeruesno lefſe then ſtabbing, 
Stab at thee he that will, 
no ſtab thy ſoule can kill, 
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Two Paſtorels, madeby Sir Phillip Sidney. 
Vpon his meeting with his two worthy 


Friends,and fellow Poets, Sir Ed- 
ward Dier,and M. Fulke Grew, 


Oyne mates in mirth to me, 
Grant pleaſure to our meeting? 
Le: Pan eur good God ſee, 
How gratefull 1s our greetings 
" Loyne bearts and bands,(0 let it be, 
Make but one minde in bodies three. 
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Paſtoralls and Eglogues. 


Ye Hymnes and ſinging skill 
Of God Apor Los giuing, 
Be preſt our reeds to hill, 
With ſound ofmuſicke huing, 
Joyne bearts and bands, c, 


Sweet Ozpuzys Harpe,whoſe ſound 

The Rtedfaſt mountaiges moued, 

Let here thy skill abound, 

To ioyne ſweete friends beloued, 
leyne bearts and bands, c. 


My twoandT be met, 

A happy bleſſed Trinirie, 

As three moſt joyntly ſer, 

Jn firmeft band of ynity. 
Ioyne bands,erc. 


Welcome my two to me, E,D. F.G» P.S» 
The number beſt beloued, 
Within my heartyou be | 
Infriendfkip vuremooued, 
Joyne vands,ofc, 


Giue leaue = flocks to range, 

Let vs the while be playing, 

Within the Elmy grange, 

Your flockes will not be ſiraying. 
Jone bands, oc. 


Cauſe all the mirth you can, 
Since I am now come hether, 
Who neuer ioy but when 
I am with you together, 

Foyne hands, c. 


Like louers doe their,loue, 

So ioy Lin you ſeeing: 

Let nothing me remoue 

From alwaies with you being, 
Tone bands. 
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Paſtorels and Eglogues. 


And as theturtle Doue 

To mate with whom he liueth, 

Such comfort,feruent loue 

Of you to my heart giueth. 
loyne bands,fc. 


Now ioyned be our hands, 

Let them be ne're aſunder, 

But Jinktin binding bands 

By metamorphoz'd wonder, 
So ſhould or ſeuered bodies three 
As one for euer toned be. 


Sir PH, SIDNEY, 


wy 
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Diſpraiſe of a Courtly life. 


WAlking in bright Pronsys blaze, 
Where with heate oppreſt I was, 

I gottoa ſhady wood, 

Where greeneleaues did nevely bud 

And of grafle was plenty dwellin 

Deckt with pide flowers (weetly felling, 


In-this wood a man I met, 

On lamenting wholy ſer: 

Ruing change of wonted ſtate, 

W hence he was transformedlate, 
Once to Shepheards God retaining, 
Now in ſeruile Court remaining, 


There he wandring malcontent, 
Vp and downe perplexed went, 
Daring not to tell tome, 

Spake ynto a ſenſe'efle tree, 

One amongſt the reſteleCing 
Thele lame words, or this cficCing, 


My 
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Paitorels and Ezlogues. 


My old mates I grieue to ſee, 
Voyde of mein field to be, 
Where we once our louely ſheepe, 
Louingly like friends did keepe, 
Oft each others friendſhip prouing, 
Neuer ſtriuing, but in louing, 


But may Loue abiding be 

In poore ſhepheards baſe degree ? 
It belongs to ſuch alone 

To whom art of Loue is knowne: 
Seely ſhepheards are notwirting 
What in art of Loue is fitting, 


Nay, what need the art to thoſe, 
To whom vve our loue diſcloſe ? 
Itis to be vſced then, 

When we dce bur flatter men; 
Friendſhip true in heart aſſured, 
1s by natures gifts procured, 


Therefore ſhepheards wanting-$kil, 
Can Loues duties beſt Falk," 
Since they know not how to faine, 
Nor with Loue to cloake Diſdaine: 
Like the wiſer ſort,whoſe learning 
Hides their inward will of harming, 


Well was 1, while ynder ſhade 
Oaten Reeds memuſick made, 
Striuwing with my mates in Song: 
Mixing mirth our Songs among, 
Greater was the ſhepheards treaſure, 
Then this falſe, fine,couttly pleaſure, 


Where, how many Creatures be, 

So many puft in mind Iſee, 

Like to Iunoes birds of pride, 

Scarce each other can abide: 

Friends like to black Swans apearing 

Sooner theſe than thoſe in hearing, 
| Therg- 


—_ OD 


__ I 


Paitorals and Eglogues. 


Therefore Pan, if thou mayeſt be 
Madeto liſten vnto me, 

GrantI fay{ if ſcely man 

May make treaty to God Pan) 
That I, without thy denying, 
May be ſtill to thee relying, 


Only for my two loues ſake, Sir £d,D.& a6 


In whoſe loue I pleaſure take, 
Onely two do me delight 

VVith their euer-pleahng fighe, 
Ofall men to thee retaining, 

Grant me with thoſe two remaining, 


So ſhall 1 to thee alwaies, 
VVith my reeds ſound mighty praiſe, 
And firſt Lambe that ſh all 
Yearely decke thine Altar ſhall, 

If it pleaſ? thee to be refleted, 
AndI from thee not reieted. 


So1lleft him in that place, 

Taking pittie on his cafe, 
Learning this among thereft 
That the meane eftare is beſt, 
Better filled with contenting 
Void of of wiſhing and repenting, 


Siy Ph, Sidney, . 


A 


Fiffion how Cupid made a N,1mpb wound 
ber ſelfe with bis Arrowes. 


JT chanſt of late a Shepberds ſwaine 


That went to ſecke a ſtraicd theepe, C 


VVithin a thickee on the plaine, 
Eſpide a dainty Nywph aflceepe, 1 
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Her golden haire ore-ſpred her face, 
Her carelefle armes abroad vyere caft, 
Her quiuer had herpillowes place, 
Her brealtlay bare to every blaſt, 


The ſhepheard ſtood and gaz'd his fill, 


Nought durſt he doe,nought durſt he ſay, 


Wheg chance,or —_—_— his will, 
Did guide the God of loue that way, 


The crafty boy that ſecs herleepe, 
Whom if ſhe wak't he durſt not ſee, 
Behinde her cloſely ſeekes to creepe, 
Before her nap ſhould ended be, 


There come, he fteales her ſhafres away, 
And puts his owne into their place; 
Nedares he any longer ſtay, 

But ere ſhe wakes,hies thence apace, 


Scarce was he _—_—_ ſhe awakes, 
And ſpies the ſhepheard ſtanding by: 
Her bended bow in haftſhe takes, 
And atthe ſimple ſwaine ler flic. .':/ 


Forth flew the ſhaft,and pierſ.his heart, 


That to the ground he fell with pane: 
Yet vp againeforchwith he ſtart, 
And to the Nymph he ran amaine., 


Amaz'de toſee ſo -cow. a ſight, 
She ſhot, and ſhot, but all in yaine: 


The more his wounds,the more his titghe, 
Loue yecldethftrength in midft ofpaine. 


Her angry eyes are great with teares, 


She blames her hands, fhe blames her skill: 


The bluntnefſe ofher ſhafts the feares, 
Aud try them on her felfc ſhe will, 
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Paſtorals and Eglogues. 


Take heede ſweet Nymph, trynot thy ſhaft, 
Eachlittlerouch will pricke the hart: 
Alas,thou knowſt not C v p1D s craft, 
Reuenge is ioy,the end is ſmart, 


Yet try ſhe will, and prick: ſome bare, 
] Her hands were glou'd, andnext tohand 
W as thatfaire breaſt, thar brealt ſo rare, 
That made the ſhepheard ſenſclefle ſtand, 


That breſt the prickt,and throgh that breſ 
L oue finds an entry to her heart : 

Art feeling of this new-come gueſt, 

Lord how the gentle Nymph doth flare. 


She runnes not noy,the ſhootes no more, 
Away ſhe throwes both ſhaftes and bowe: 
She ſeekes for that ſhe ſhun'd before, 

She thinks the ſhepheards haſt roo ſlow, 


Though mountains meet not, louers may, 
So others doe,and ſo doe they: 

The Godof Loue fits on a tree, 

And laughs that pleaſant fight to ſee. 


A Dialogue betweene two Shepheards, 
Thenot , and Piers, in praiſe of 
$ TAY, 
| Then. | Sing divine A8Tx 24 $praife, / 


O mufes helpe my wits to raiſe, 
\ And heaue my verſes higher, 
: Pies, Thouncedſttherruth butplainely tell, 
Which much I doubtthou caaft not well, 
* Thoyartfooftalyer. 


To% AIfin my ſong no more Tſhow, 
Then heau:n and carth,and Seado know, 
p Thea truely Lhaue ſpoken, Sub: 
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Piers. 


Then. 


Pier. 


Piers. 


Paſtorals and Eglogues 


Sufficeth not no more to name, 
But being no leſfle,thelike,the ſame, 
Elſe layes of truth be broken, 


Then ſay, ſhe is ſo good, ſo faire, : 
V Vithall the earth ſhe may compare, 
Nor Momus ſelfe denyin 


Compare may think where ſikenell holds, | 


Nought lketo her the earth enfolds 
I lookt to find you lying, 


b, 


Afſtrea ſees with wiſedomes fight, 
Aſtcea works by Vertues might, 

And ioyntly both do ſtay in her. 
Nay take from them, her hand, her mind, 
The one is lame, the other blind, 

Shall till your lying ſtaine her? 


Soone as Aſtrea ſhewes herface, 
Straight euery ill auoids the — 
And euery good aboundeth, 
Nay long before her face doth ſhow, 
The laſt doth come,the firſt doth g o: 
How lowd this lic xeſoundeth, 


Aftrea is our chiefeſt ioy, | 
Our chicfeſt guard againſt annoy, | 
Our chiefeſt wealth, our treaſure, 
V'Vhere chiefeſt are, there others be, 
To vs none elſe but onely ſhe, 
VV hen wilt thou ſpeaks in meaſure? 


Aſtrea may be iuſtly ſaid, 
A field in flowry Roabe arrajd, © 
In ſeaſon freſhly ſpringing. _ 
That ſpring indures but ſhorteſt time, 
Tais neuer leaves Aſtreas chime, 
Thou lieft, ia tead of fogings 


Paſtorels and Eglogaes, 
Then. As heauenly lightthat guides the day, 
Right ſo doth ſhine each louely Ray, 
that from Aftrea flyeth, 
Piers, Nay,durkeneſſe oftthat light in cloudes, 
Aſtreas beames no darkeneſſe ſhroydes: 
How loudly Thenot lyeth? Y 


| Aſtrea rightly terme I may, 
_ . A wa), rag maiden bay, 
-- Heryerdure geuer dying. 
Piers Palme of is crooked, bay is low, 
* She ftill vprighc,ſtill high doth groye, 
Good Thenot leaue thy lying. 


Then Piers,of friendſhip w me _ 
My meaning true,my words ſhould lis, 
m_ And frive in ms to raiſe her? 
Words from conceit doe onely riſe 
Piers, Abouecconceit her honour flies: 
Bur ſilence, naught can praiſe her. | 
Mary Counteſſe of Pembrooke. 
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A roundelay in innerted Rimes, between the two friends 
ly Rinals,S trephon and K lains,in the preſence of Va 
rania,AMiſtreſſe to them both, 


Strepbon. 
Whither ſhall I turne me, 
From thineeyes fight, 
Whoſe ſparkling light 
with quenchles flames preſent,and abſent burne me ? 4 
For 1 bugne when as 1 view them, 
And 1 burne when I eſchew them, 
Vin oi; 2 an. 
Since I cannot eſchew them, 
Bur that their light 
Is in my ſight, 
Both when I view them not,and when I view them: 
Ere their flames will ceaſe to burne me, 
From my ſelfe,my ſelfe muſt twroe me. 
\ When 


p6 Paſtorels and Eglogues. 


Strepbon. 
_When none are preſent by you, 
] feele their might 
And your eyes bright 
Appeare more glorious,others being ni;hyou, 
$0 alone,or elſe compared, 
W retch,Il am by them inſnared. 
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"7 Klains, 

Since that] am inſnared 
by your eyes bright, 
And feele their might: 


Whether alone they be,orelſe compared, 
W hereſoeuer lam nigh-you, 
Louel muſt,if Lbe by you, 
Strephon. 
When you looke kindly on me, 
They loue incte, 
And ſpite of ſpite 
Toue them likewiſe, when you frowne vpon me, 
So,how ere yourlookes are framed, 
By your lookes Iam inflamed. 
K/a'us. 
Since thatlam inflamed, 
Eu'n by their ſpite: 
And they incite | 
Soul-warming flames when they are mildely framed, 
How lo ere you looke vpon me, 
Louc | mutt,if you looke on me, 
Strephon, 
O when ſhall I them baniſh, 

Since againttright, ® 

Nor day nor night, 

Though abſent from me,trom me they doe yanil* 
So no reſpite time doth grant me, 
Butinceſſantly they hauat me, 

; __ Klaus. 

Siacethey (alas )dochavnt me 

Both day and night, 
And wonted right, 
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Paſlorels and Exlogues, 27 
Cbtain'd by abſence, abſeace doth nor grant me, 
Night and day may ſooner vaniſh, 
Then from me 1 can them baniſh. 
Strepbon, 
They,when the Day doth leaue me, 
Lodge in my ſpirite; 
And of their fight, 
Noſight by day diſcerned can bereaue me, 
$o,nor day ought elle reuealeth, 
Nor the night the ſame concealeth, 
K/ais, 
Since day,like night concealeth 
Each other fight, 
And to my {pirit 
Cencealing darkeneſſe.chem like day reucaleth, 
Time of cime mult quite bereaue me, 
Ere your lookes ſweet lookes,will leave. 
Walter Daui/on, 


Strephons Palindes 

Strephon,vpon ſome unkindnes coceined hauing made 
ſhew to leane Vrania,and makes lone to another Nimph, 
wap at the next ſolemne afſembly of ſhepheards not on- 
ly frowned vpon byV rania,bnt commanded with great 
bitterneſſe ont of her preſence : Wherenpon,ſorry for bis 
Is deſirous to regaine her gracewhons lie nener 

ad forſaken,but in ſhew,vpon his knees he in this ſong 
humbly cranes pardon: and V rania finding his true pe= 
nitence and vnwilling to loſe ſo worthy a ſertant,ve= 
crines him agamme into greater grace and fanonr then . 
before, | - 


GS Weet, I'doe notpardon craut, 
Till lhaue, z 
By defires this fault amended: 
This,1 onely this defire, 
That your ire 


May with penance beſpended, 
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Not my will bur fate did fetch 
Me poore wretch, 

Into Penal wan error, 

Which to plague no Tyrants minde 
Painecan finde, 

Like my hearts ſelfe- guilty terror. 
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Then,O then! letthat ſuffice 
Your deare eyes 
Need not,need not more affiitme, 
Nor your ſweet tongue diptin gall, 
Need atall 
From your preſence interdit me, 
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Vnto him that hell ſuſlaines, 
No new paints 
Need be ſought for histormenting, 
O my paines,hels paines ſurpaſle: 
Yet,alas! 
| You areſtill new paines inuenting, 


1 

f By my lone, long,firme,and true, 

| Borneto you. 

Ry theſe texres wy griefe expreſcing, 

By this Pipe which nights and dayes 
ſounds vour praiſe 

Pittie mem y fault coofeſsing, 


Or if may not defir-, 
Thar their ire Ut 9141 
May with peance; be ſuſpended: 
_Yerlerme tull pardon craue, 
When Ihaue, 


With ſoone death my fault amended. 
Vraniaes anſwere in inverted Rimes, 


Staffe for Staffe, 


GInce true penance hath ſuſpended 
Fained ire, 


Mozxellc zran thenyoudehite, Faults 
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Faults confeſt are halfe amended, 
And lhaue, 
In this halfe,all that 1 craue, 


Therefore baniſh now the terror, 
W hich you find 
In your guiltleſle grieued mind. 
For though you haue made an errgr, 
From me wretch . 
Firſt beginning itdid fetch, 


Nere my fightIle interdi thee 
More at all, 
Nere ſpeake words more diptin gall, 
Nere,nere will I more afflit thee 
Wirh theſe Eyes, 
What is paſt,ſhall now ſuffice. 


Now new ioyes Ile be inuenting, 
May thy paſted Woes furpa 
ay thy Woes (MN 
Too long thou haſt Arementing, 
Too great paines 
So greatlo ue and faith ſuſtaines, 


Let theſe eyes(by thy confeſsing 
Worthy praiſe) 
Neuer ſee more nights nor dayes, 
Let my woes be paſt expreſsing, 
When to you 
I ceaſe to be kind and true. 


Thus are both our ſtates amendgd, 
For you haue 

Fuller pardon then you crane, 

And my feare is quite ſuſpended, 
Since mine ire 


Wroughtth'effe& IL moſt defire ,\ 


Fra. Damion. 
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30 Paſtorets and Eplogues, 
IL E6i10Gve:. 


Shepheard poore,Eubulus call'd he was 

(Poore now alas, but crit had iolly beene) 
Onepleaſant morne when as the Sunne did paſſe 
The hery hornes of raging Bull betwcene, 

His little Flocke into a meade did bring, 

As ſoone as day-light did beginne to ſpring. 


Freſh was the Meade,in Apri's liuery dight, 
Decke with greene Trees, bedew'd with filuer Brookes, 
But ah!all other was the ſhephcards plight, 
All other were both ſheepe and ſhepheards looks: 
For both did ſhew by their dull heauie cheere 
They tooke no pleaſure of the pleaſant ycare, 


He weeping went,ay me that he ſhould weepe ! 
They hung their heads, as they to weepe would learne, 
His heauie hzart did ſend forth fighing deepe, 
They in their bleating yoice did leeme to yearne. 
He leane and pale,their fleece was rough and rene 
They pinde with paine,and hewith dolours ſpear. 


His gleaſant Pipe was broke, (alas the while) 

And former merriment was baniſht quite, 

His ſhepheards Crooke that him ypheld cre-while, 

He earſt hadthrowne away with great deſpite. 
Tho leaning gainlt a ſhrub that hum fultaived, 


To th'earth,ſun,birds,trees,Eccho thus he plained. | 


Thou all-fo:th-bringing earth,though winter chill, 
With bluſtring windes blow off thy mantle greene, 
And with his Snow and hoary froſtes doe i 
Thy Flora-pleafing flowers,and killrhemcleane. 
Yetwhen freſh Spring returnes againe 
To driue away the wir.ters pane, 
Thy Froſt and Snow 
Away doe goe. 
Sweet Zephyres breath cold Boreas doth diſplace, 
And fruitfull ſhowers 
Revue thy flowers, 
And nought bar ioy is ſcene in euery place, 


But 
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But ah !howlong,alas how Tong doth laſt 
My endlefſe winter withouthope of Spring? 
Fowhaue my ſfighes,my bluſtring ſighes defaR 
The flowers and buds which eazſt my earth did bring, 
Alas the tops that did afpire, 
Lie troaden now in filthy mire, 
Alas ! my head 
Is all beſpread 
With too-yntimzely ſaovy : and eke my hart 
All ſenſe hath loſt, 
Through hardnedfroft, 
Ofcold deſpaire,that long hathbred my ſmarr, 


What rouge ſome- — orrents __ 
With nought-regarding ſtreames thy pleaſant greeng, 
And with ir furiou s force doe lay full low, 
Thy drowned flowers,how euer ſweet they beene? 
Soone fall thoſe flouds,as ſoone they roſe, 
(For fury ſoene his force doth loſe, 
And then fulleath | 
Apolloes breath, | 
The cold,yet drying North-winde, ſo-doth yrarme; 
That by and by 
Thy meades be dry, 
And grow. more fruitfull by their former kacme. 


O would the teares that Torrent-like doe flovy, 
A downe my hollow checkes with reſtleſſe force, 
Would once(O thatthey could once)calmer grow,. 
Would like to thine,once ceaſe their ceafles court. 
Thine laſt not long, mine till endure: 
Thine cold,and fo thy wealth procure: 
Hot mine are ſtill, 
And ſo doe kill | 
Both flower and roote,with moſt yakindly 'deave ? 
Wharſvnne or winde 
Avay can finde, 
The roote once dead the flowersto renew? | 
| C4 Thoug 
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(While ill-breath'd Dog the raging Lyon chaſeth) 
Thy peckled flowers do make of colour dun, 
And pride of all thy greeny hayre defaceth: 
And in thy moyſture wanting fide, 
epe wounds doe make,and gaſhes wide; 
Yet as they weat , 
By Phzbusheate, 
To tnrne to wholeſome dryneſſe is procured, 
So Phxbus heate 
By Souih-windes weate 'F 
Asſoone allwaged, and al thy wounds recured, 


Such heate as Phzbus hath me almoſt lai ne. 
As Phzbus heateZah nogfarre worſe then his. 
It is Aftreas burning-hot diſdaine 
Thar parchedhaththe roote of all wy bliſle: 
2t hathalas)my youth defaced, 
That in my facedeepe wounds hath placeds.. ..,. 
Ak that no heat 
Can dry the weat 11:45 
The flowing weate vf my ſtill weepwg eyes] . 
Ah thatno weat owl 
Can quench the heate, 


The burning heate within my heart that lies ! 


Thoudoſt, poore earth, bear» many a bitter ftound, 
While greedy ſwaines forgetting former neede, 


With crooked plowes thy tender backe do wound, 


With harroyes biting teeth doe make thee bleede, 
Bur earth (ſo may thoſe greedy (waines 
With pittequs ele behold thy paine) 
O earth, tell mee, 
When thou doſt ſee, 
Thy fruitfuil backe with golden earcs beſet, 
Doth not that joy 
Kill all annoy, 
And make thee all thy former wounds forget? 


© Thou,though the ſcorching heate of Summers Sun, 


And 
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And1,if once my tired heart might gaine 
The harueſt faire that to my Faith is due: 
If once I might Aſtreas graceregaine: 
If once her heart weuld on my ſorrows rue, 
Alas,I could theſe plaints forgoe, 
And quite forget my former wo. 
Butr(O ! to ſpeake 
My heart doth breake) 
For all my ſervice, faith, and patient mind, 
A crop of griefe, 
VVithout reliefe, 
A crop of ſcorne,and of contempr 1 finde. 


Soone as the ſhepheards Sarre abroad doth wend, 
(Nights harbinger) to ſhut in brightſome day: 
And gloomy night, on whom blacke cloudes attend, 
D th Tyrant-like through Skie vſurpe the frvay, 
Thou art (poore earth) of ſunne depriued 
VVhoſe beames te thee all ioy deriued: 
But when Aurore 
Doth opeher dore, 
Her purple doore to let in Phoebus waire, 
The night giues place 
Vnto his race, ; 
And then with toy,thy Sunne returnes againe., 


O would my Sunne would once returne againe! 
Returne and drive away th'infernall night, 
In which 1 die,fince ſhe did firſt refraine 
Her heauenly beames which were mine onely light. 
Iuther alone all my light thin'd, 
And fince ſhe ſhind nor, I am blind, 
Alas,on all; 
Her beames doefall. 
Sau? yretched me,whom ſhedoth-them deny, 
Aud bleſſed day 
Shegiues alway, 
To all, but me,ybo ſtill in darkenefle lie. 
C 5 
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In mourneful darkeneſſe I alonedoe lie, 
And wiſh, bur ſcarcely hope, bright day to ſee, 
Forhop'd ſo long,and wiiht ſo long have 1, 
As hapes and wiſhes both abandon we, 
My night hath laſted fifteene yeares, 
And yet no glimpſe of day appeares, 
O doe notlet, 
Him that hath ſet 
His.toy, his light, his life in your ſweetgrace,. 
Be ynrelicu'd, 
Aud quite depriu'd 
Of yourdeare bght,which may this nighedifplaces. 


Phoebug,although with fiery-hoofed ſteedes, 
Thou daily doe the ſteepy Welkin beate, 
Aad from this painefull raske arr newer freede, 
But dailye bonundeo lend the world thy heate : 
Though thou in fiery Chariot ride, 
And burning heate thereof abide, 
Yet ſoone as night 
Doth d:m the light, 


' And hale her able Cloake through vaulted skie, 


Thy iournie'sceaſt, 
And thoudoelt reſt, 
Ipcooling waucs.of Thetis ſoueraigntie, 


Thrice happie Sun whoſe paines areeas'd by night, 
Ohapleſſe I, whoſe woes laſt night and day, 
My paines by day doe make me with for night, 
My woes by niglt ,doe make me cry for day... 
By day I rucmolle vp and downe, 
By night in Seas of teares 1 drownez 
O painetfull plight | 
O wretched night, 
Which neuer findes a morne of joyfulllight: 
O ſad decay, 
O wretched day, 
That neuer teeles the cale of filentnight| 
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Ye chirping birds ,whoſe-notes might ioy my minde, 
(lfto = minde one drop of ioy could fake) : 
whoerſt through Winters rage yerealmolt pinde, 
And kept through barren froſt from meat or dxinke,,. 
A bleſſed change ye now have ſeene, 
That changed hath your wofull teene, 
By day you ſing, 
And make to ring | 
The neighbor groues with Eccho of your ſong: 
In filent night, 
Full cloſely dight, ; 
You ſoundly ſkepethe buſhes greeneamong..- 


Burl, who erſt(ah wofull word to ſay) 

Enioy'd the pleaſant ſpring ofher ſweet grace,:- 
And then could fing and dance,and ſport and play - 
Since her fierce anger did my fpring diſplace: 

My nightly reſt haue turn'd to detriment, 

To plaints haue turn'd my wonted merriments - 
The Songs 1 mg 
While day doth ſpring, 

Are bootelefle plaints il I can plaine no more; 
Thereſt | raſt, 
While night dottrlaſt: 

Is breken fighes, till chey my hartmake ſore; . 


Thou flower of the field tharerſt didit fade, 
And nipt with Northerne cald didſt hang the head: : 
And trees whoſe bared boyes haueloſt their ſhade 
Whoſe wit'ered leaues by welterne blaſts were ſhed, 
Ye 'gin to budand ſpring againe, 
Winter is gone thatdid you-ltraine, . 
But1 that late 
With ypright gate 
Bare vp my head, while happy fauourlaſted:. 
Now old am 2rowne 
Now ouerthrovvne, 


With woe, with gricte,reithwailingoow am waſted. 


Your ' 
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3; 


Your ſpringing ſtalke with kindly iuice doth ſprout, 


My fainting legs doe walt and fall away: 
Your Arerched, 
My griefe-conſumed armes doe faſt decay, 
You gin agaige your tops lift vp; 
- Idowne to earth-ward gin to ſteope, 
Each bowe and ewig 
Doth waxe ſo big, 
That ſcarce the rindeis able it'to hide: 
I doe (o faint, 
And pine with pl:int, 
That flops and hoſe, and Galage waxe too wide, 


Eccho,how well may ſhe that makes me mone, 
By thy example learne to tue my paine? 
Thou hearſt my plaints when as 1waile alone, 
And wailing accents anſyercſt againe. 
VVhen as my breſt through ericfel beat, 
That wofull ſound thau dolſt repeate, 
V'Vhen as 1 ſob, 
And heartly throb, | 
A dolzſull ſobbing ſound againe thou ſendcſt; 
Avd whenlweepe, 
And ſigh full deepe, 
A weepy,ſighing Voice againe tho lend-ſt. 


But ah! how oft haue my fad plaints afſaide, 
To pierce her cares,deafe onely vnto me? 
How oft my woes in mournefull inke arraide 
Haye tride to make her eyes my griefes to ſce? 
And you'my fighes and teares, how often 
Haue ye ſought her hard heart toſoften? 
And yet hereie, 
Doth ſtill denie, 
For all my woes ene bitter teare to ſhed: 
And yet her heart 
VV1ll not impart 
One hearty ſigh for griefe her ſe. fe hath bred, 


armesareclad with leaues about, 
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Nor T,alas,doe wiſh that her faire < ies, - - 
Her bleſſed-making eyes ſhould ſhed a teare, 
Nor that one figh from ber deare breaſt ſhould riſe, 
For all the paines, the woes,the wrongs l beare, 
Firſt let this weight oppreſſe me ſti], 
Ere ſhee,through metaft any ill. 
Ahifl might 
But gaive herſight, 
And ſhew her ere [ eie,my wretched caſe: 
O then ſhould 1 
Contented die: 
Bur ah I die, and hope not ſ@ much grace. 


VVith that his fainting legs to ſhrinke,begun, 

And let him finke with gaſtly looke to ground 

And there helay as though his life were done, 

Till that his Dog,ſfecine thatwofull tound 
VVith pittcous howling,kiſsing and with ſcrapin g, 
Brought him againe from that ſyyeer- ſomre eſcaping» 


Then gan this Teares ſo-ſwiftly fort o flow, 
As forſt his eie-lids forto giue them way, 
Then bluſtring ſighes too boiſtrouſly can bloyr, 
As his weake lips could not his furie ſtay, 
And inward griefe withall ſo hugely (weld, 
As teares,fighes,griefe had ſoone all words expeld. 


At laſt when floods of teares began t o ceaſe, 
And flormes of wearie fighes more calme to blow 
As he went on with wie his griefe to eaſe. 
And remnant ofhis broken plainttofhev: - * 
He ſpide the :kie ore-ſpread with nightly cloudes, 
So home he wenr,his flocke and him to ſhrowde, 


Eubulus bis Embleme. 


Vni mihi Pergama Reſtant. 
E. D. 
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E. Eglogue intituled Cuddy. 


= 
Little Heard-groome(for he was no betr') 
When courſe of yeare return'd the pleaſant fpring,. 
At breake ofday witheut-en further lerr 
Caſt with himſelfe his flocke afield to bring, 
And for they had ſo long beene pent with paine,.. 
Art ſight of Sun they ſeem'd to live againe, 


2 
Such was the flocke all bent tobrouſe and play, 
But nothing ſuch their maſter was to ſee, 
Downe hung his droopinghead like rainy day, 
His cheekes with teares like ſprings bedewed be. 
His wringed hand ſuch filent mone did make, 
Well may you guefle he was with loue y'take. 


3 
The while his flocke went feeding on the greene, . 
And wantonly for ioy of Summer plaide, 
All io deſpighe as if he n'ould be ſeene 
He caſt himſelfe to ground ful ill appaide. (plaine, 
Should ſeeme their pleaſance made him more- com» 
For ioy infight not felt;is double paine, 


Vahappy boy why liu'ſt Pa ſill, quoth he, 
And haſt thy deadly wound fo long agoe? 
W hat hope of after hap ſuſtaineth thee? 
As ifthere might be found ſome eaſe of woes 
Nay beter die ten thouſand times then liue, 
Since euery houre nevy cauſc of death doth giue, — 


5 
The ioyfull Sunne, whom cloudy winters ſpight, 
Had ſhutfrom ys in watry fiſhes haske, 
Returnesagaine to lend the world his light, 
And red as roſe begins his yearely rtaske. 
His fiery ſteedes the ſteepy welkin beate, 
And both the. harnes ofcliming bull do heate; 
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But ah!no Sunne of grace aſpires to me,, 
Cloſe hid ſhe lies from whom I ſhould have light, 
The clowdes of blacke diſdaine ſo foggy be; 
That blind 1lie (poore boy)bereft of tight: 
AndyetIſcethe Sunnellecketofind, 
And yetthe more 1 ſee,the more am blind: 


7 
Thrice happy ground, whom ſpoyld with winters rage, 
The heat of pleaſant fpring renewes againe:; 
Vnhappy I, who in my ſpring of age, 
The froſt of cold deſpaire hath welnigh flaine. 
Howſhall I bide your Rtormy winters ſmart, 
When ſpring it ſelfe hat h frorne my bloodles hartt: 


I ſce the beauty ofthy flowers renew, 

Thy mantle greene with ſundry colours ſpread, 

Thou ſeeſt in me a change of former hew, 

Palenes for white,blacknes forliely red. 
What hope of harueſt fruire; or Summer flowers,(ers? 
Since that my ſpring is drownd with tears like ſhow- 


And laſt of all,bur lieu'ft of ll to me, 

Thouleany flocke,that didſt of late lament, 

And wineſlſe waſt for ſhepheardsallto ſec, 

(Thy knees ſo weake, thy fleece ſo rough and rent) 
That thow with paine didſtpine away vaſed, 
All for thy maſter was yeith loue miſled, 


r0 
Thou'ginſt at earſt forget thy former ſtate, 
And range amid the buskes thy (elfe to feede, 
Faire fall thee little locke borh cathe and late; 
(Was neuer Louers ſheepe, that well did ſpeed) 
Thou free, Tbound, thou glad, pine in paine, 
I ftriue to die,and thou to live full faine, 


10+ 
Wo worththe ſtund,whercin | tooke delight, 
To frame the ſhifting of my nimble tecte, 
To cheerfull ſound of Pipe in Moonesſhine night, 
Such-pleaſance paltat erit now makes me greet, 
I wee'nd by night haue ſhun'd the py ray. 
But night ic elle was.tyvice more hotchen day. 
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12 
Then firſt of all ( and all too ſoone for me) 
1 ſayy thilke Laſſe (nay grau'd her in my breſt) 
Herchriſtal] eyes more bright then Moone to ſee, 
Her eyes, her cyes, thathaue robd me of reſt : 
On them Igaz'd,then ſaw I to my coſt, 
Through too much ſight mine onely fight is lolt. 


13 

Where beene the dapper ditties thatI dight, 
And Roundlaies, and Virelaies fo ſoot ? 
Whiome with Collins ſelfe compare I might, 
For other ſwaine, to ſfriue was little boote, 

Such $kul [hadin making all aboue 

Burall roo little skill to conquer Joue, 

14 

What helps it me to hauemy piping prai'zd 
Of all ſauce her, hom I would onely pleaſe? 
Nought care |, though my fame to skie be raiz'd 
For pleaſant ſong that brings my heart no eaſe, 

W herefore both Pip? and ſong 1 all forſweare, 

And former pleaſance wilfully forbeare. 


Is 
With that he caſt his looke to Welkia high, 
And ſawthe doubled ſhadowes flit away ; 
And as heglanft halfe in deſpight awrie, 
He ſpide the ſhepheards ſtarre ſhut in the day: 
Then rofe, and homeward with his flocke him went, 
W hoſe voice did helpe their maſters caſe lament. 


_ 


A— lt. oe. — 


Cuddies Embleme. 
Queſto per amar {'aquiſta, 


ee te. 4 


— 


The Chriftian Stoicke. 
he vertuous man is free,though bound in chaines, 
Though poore,cotent, thogh baniſht, yet no ſtriger, 
Though ficke, in health of mind,ſecure in danger, 
And o're himſelte, the world,and fortune raignes, 
» Nor 


! 
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| 

; 
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Nor good haps, proud,nor bad,deiefted make him, 
To Gods, notto mans will, he frames each aCtion; 

He ſeekes no fame, but inward fatisfaQtion, | 
And firmer ftands, the more bad fortunes ſhakes him. 


 — 
—_ 
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An EGclioGvs. 


HMad: long ſince pon the d:ath of Sir 
Philip Sidney. 


Thenot. Perin. 


ERIN, arreed what new miſchance betide, 

Hath refe thee of thy wonted meriment ? 
Faire feeds thy -flocke this pleaſant ſpring beſide, 
Nor Loue, 1 weene, hath made thee diſcontent, 
S11d age andloue,do meete in one conſent. 


Perm. 
Ah Thenot, where the lay of heartdothfaile; , - 
VVhat marualle there, if mirth and mulicke quaile? 
Sec how the flowers of the field do fpring; 
The purple Roſe, the Lillywhite as ſnow, 
VVith ſmel and colour for an harueſt King, 
May ſerue to make vs yong againe,I trow » 
Yer all this prideis quickly Jaidfull love. 


Soone as the roote 15 nipt with northerne cold, 
VVhat ſmell, or beauty,can ve then behold? 


Thenot, 


As goodnot heare, as heard, not vnderſtand, 
My borrell braines through eld beene all too dull, 
Sike miſter meaning nill by me be ſcand, 
All as my face, ſo wrinkled is my. skull, 
Then fay me Perin,by thy hope of VVull, 
And by thine Ewes blowne bags, and bagpipes ſound. 
So net one Anelingia thy flock be eas. Ah 
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Perm, 
Ah Thenot, by thine alLderliefeſt Lafſe, 
Or whatſoeuer is more deere to thee : 
No baypipe name, let ſong and ſolace paſſe, 
Death hath yndone my flocke, wy pipe and me, 
Dead is the ſheeps delight, and hepheards glee; 


Rroke is my pipe,and [ my ſe}fe forlorne 
My ſheepe vntfed, their flecces rent and torne, 


Thenot. 


T mickle muſide ſuchvncoth change to ſee, 
My flocks refuſ'de to feede, yer hale they vere: 
The tender birds fate drooping on the tree, | 
The careleſle Lambs went wandringhere and there, 
My ſelfe ynknowne apart of griefe did beare; 

Ne wift I why yetheauy was my heart, 

Vntimely death was cauſe of alt this ſmart 
Vp Perin, vp, aduance thy mournfull layes, 
Sound loud thy pipe, bur ſound in dolefull wiſe; 


 Perim, 
Who elfe but Thenor, can the Muſes raiſe, 


And teach them fing and dance in moursfull giue 
My finger's ſtiffe,my voycedothhoarlely riſc, 


Thenot 


Ah, whereis Collin, and his poffing kill? 
For him it fits our ſorrow to fulfill, 

Perm. 
T'way ſore extremes our Collin prefle ſo neere, 
(Alas that ſuch extremes ſhould prefle him ſo) 
The want of wealth, and lofle of loue ſo deere, 


Scarſe can he breath from vnder heapes of woe, 
He that beares heauen, beares no ſuch weight 1 trow, 


Thenot. 


Hath he ſuch skill in makingall aboue, 
And hath no skill to get, or Wealth, or Loue? 


Praiſe 


© 


= 
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Vitks 
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Perin, 

Praiſe is the greateſt priſe that Poets gaine, 
A ſimple gaiae that feeds them ne're a whit. 
The wantod lafſe for whom he bare ſuch paine,, 
Like running water loues to.change and far. 
But if thou liſt ro heare a ſorry fit, 

W hich Cuddy conldin doleful yerle endite, 

Blow thou thy pipe while I the ſame recite, 


Thenot, 
Ginn? when thou lit,alt be my skill but ſmall, 
My forward mind thall make amends for all. 


Perm. 
YE Nimphs that bathe your bodies in this ſpring # 
Ycur tender bodies white as driven ſnow: 
Ye Virgins chaſt which in this groue do fing,. 
W hich neither griefe of Loue, nor death do know: 
So may your ſtreames runne cleere for aye, 


So may your trees glue ſhade alway. 
Depart a ſpace, 
And giue me place, | 
To maile with griefe my reſtleſſe woe alone; 
Por feare my cries 
Conſtraine your eyes 


To ſhed forth teares, and helpe lament my mone: 


And thou, my Muſe, that whilome yyonttocaſe, 
Thy Maſters mind with laies of ſyyeerdelight, 
Now change thoſe tunes, no ioy my heart can pleaſer 
Goneis the day, come is the darkſome night, 
OurSunne cloſe hid in clouds dothlie , 
Weliue indeed, buc living dic: 
No light we ſee, 
Yet wander wee, 
We wander farre and neare withiouta guide: 
Andall aſtray, 
We looſe our way; 
For in this world n'is ſuch a Sunne beſide. 


— 


Ye 
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Ye ſhepheards boyes that lead _ flocks a field 
The whilſt your ſheepe feed (afely reund about, 
Breake me your Pipes that pleaſant ſound did yeeld, 
Sing now no more the ſongs of Colin Clout. 
Lamentthe end cfall our ioy, 
Lament the ſource of all annoy, >9©* 
Sidcey is dead, 
Thar wont to lead 
Ourflocks and vs in mirth and ſhepheards glee: 
VVell could we fing, 
VVelldance, & ſpring, 
Of all the ſhepheards was none ſuchas hee, 


Horry often hath his skill in pleaſant ſong, 
Drawne all the water-nimphs from out their bowers? 
Hoy haue they laine the tender graſle along, 
., And madehimGarlands'gay of[mellingflowers, 
Phoebus himſelfe that conquer'd Pan, 
Striuing with VVilly, oothing wan, 
Me thinks 1 ſee 
The time when hee . 
Pluckt from his golden locks the Lawrell crowne, 
and ſo to raiſe, 
Our VVilies praiſe, 
Bedeckt bis head,and ſoftly ſet him downe. 


The learned Muſes flocke to heare his skill, 
And quite forgot their water,wood,and mount, 
They thoght his ſongs were done too quickly ſtill, 
Of ar VVillies Pipe they made account. 
He ſong, they ſeemd in ioy tofJoy, 
He _ they ſeem'd ro weepe for woe, 
The rurall rout, 
All round abour, 
Like Bees came ſwarming thicke, to heare him ſing, 
Ne could they thinke, 
On meate or Finke, 
VVhile VVillies muſickein their eares did ring 


But 
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But now (alas) ſuch pleaſant mirth is paſt, 
Apollo weepes, the Muſes rend their haire. 
No joy on earth that any time can laſt, 
See alas his breathlefſe corps lies on the beare. 
That ſelfe ſame hand that refthis life, 1 
Hath turnd ſhepheards peace to ſtrife. 
Nur ioy is fled 
Our life is dead, 
Our hope,our helpe,our glory all is gone: * 
Our Poets praiſe 
Our happyſdaies. 
And nothing left bur griefe,to thiake thereon, 


What Thames, what Seuerne,or what weſterne Seas, 
Shall giueme flouds of trickling teares to ſhed? 
What comfort can my reſtleſſe griefe appeaſe, 
O that mine eyes were fountaines in wy head! 
Ah __ !1lament _ 
For thee remaines no hope of grace, 
The beſt reliefs” a 
Of Poets priefe: 
Is dead and wrapt full coldin filthy clay, 
And nought remaines 
Tocaſe our paines, 
But hope of deathto rid vs hence away. 


Phillis thine is the greateſt griefe,aboue the reft, 
Where bin thy ſweeteſt Potes featly dight, 
Thy Garlands with atrue-loues knot addreſt, 
And all that erſt thou Willie didit behight? 
Thy labour all is loſt in yaine 
The griefe ſhall aye remaine 
The Sun bright, 
That falles to night, 
To moxrow from the Eaſt againe ſhall riſe, 
But we decay, 
| Aad wall away, 
Without returne,alas thy Willie dies, T 


See 
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Sec how the drooping flocks refuſe to feede, 
The rivers {treame with teares aboue the banke: 
The trees do ſhed theit leaues, to waile agreed, 
The beaſts vnfed, go mourning all in ranks, 
The Sunne denies the Earth, his light, 
The ſpring is kil'd with winters might: 
The flowers ſpill, 
Thebirds are ſtill, 
No voyce of ioy is heard in any plact. 
The medowes greene, 
A change haue ſfeene, 


And Flota hides her pale disfigur'd face. 


Watch now ye ſhepheards boyes with waking eye 
And looſe yourtime of fleepe, te learne to fing, 
Vohappy kill, what good is got thereby 
But painted praiſe that can noprofit bring ? | 
If skill could moue the ſiſters three, ; 
Our Willy till alive ſhould be. | 
The wolfe ſo wood | 
Amazd flood, - 
At ſound of Willespipe,andleft his prey: 
Both Pipe and Skill 
The liſters ſpil, 
$0 worſe then any wicked Wolfe are they. 


O flatt'cing hope of thortall mens delight, 
$o faire in outward ſhew, ſo foule within] 
The deepeſt ſtreames do flow full calme to fight, 
The rau'ning Wolues doietin Weathers skin. 
We dcemd our Willy aye ſhould hue, 
So {weet a ſound his Pipe could giue: 
But cruell death 
Hath ſtoprt his breath: 
Dumbe lies his Pipe that wont {6 ſweet to ſound : 
Nur flocks lament 
His life is [pent, 
And caxcleile wander all the woods a round, 


Come 
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Come now, ye ſhepheards daughters,come no more 
To hearethe ſongs that Cuddy wont to ing: 
Hoarſe is ay Mule, ay throat with crying ſore, 
Theſe woods with eccho of my griete do ring, 
Your Willies life was Cuddies ioy, 
Your Willies death hath kild the boy: 
Broke lies my Pipe 
Till reeds beripe 
To make a new one, buta worſe 1 feare: 
Saue yeare by yeare, 
To wailemy Deare, 
All Pipe and ſong Ivtterly forſweare. 


Thenot. 


Alacke and weladay may Mipheards cre 
Our Willy dead, our Collin kild with care: 
Who ſhall rot loath to liue, and long to dic ? 
Aad will not griefe our little Cuddy ſpare, 
But muſt he tos of ſorrow haue aſhare? 
Aye how his rufull verſe hath prickemy keart! 
How feclingly hath he expreſt my ſnare? 


Perm. 


Ah Thenot hadft thou ſeene his fory looke, 
His wringed hands, his eyes toheaucny 
His teares,that ſtream'd like water in the 
His fighs,that made his rimes ſeeme rudely dreft. 
But tie we homeward, night approcheth neare, 
And rainy clouds in ſourherne skies appeare- © + | 
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II Ecriocvs 


Shepbeard. Heardman, 


(OOme gentle heardman, fir by mee, 
And tuac thy Pipe by mine 
Heere 


- — —— _—_— —— 


—— 
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Heere vnderneath this willow tree, 
To ſhield the hote Sun-ſhine, 
Where I haue made my Summer bower, 
i For proofe of Summer beames, 
| And deckt it vp with many a flower, 
Sweet ſeated by the ſtreames, 
VVhere gentle Daphne once a day, 
Theſe flowry bankes doth yalke 
And in her boſome beares away 
The pride of many a ſtalke, 
But leaues the humbleheart behinde, 
That ſhould her garland dight : 
And ſhe ſweet ſoule the more ynkind, 
To ſet true loues ſo 
But vehereas others beatethe Bell, 
As in her fanour bleft* 
Her ſhepheard loueth heras well, 
As thoſe whem ſhe loues beſt, | 


Heard-man, 


Las poore Paſtor,T finde, 
Thy loue is lodg'dſo high, - 
That on thy flocke thou haſt no minde, 
Rn. 
nty sbeſot 
doating hearts deſire, :' 
Be ſure;that farre aboue thy lot, 
Thy liking doth aſpires 
Toloueſo aNimph as hee, © 
And looke for loue againe: 
Is Fortune fitting high degree, | 
Nat fora ſhepheards ſwaine. ers IÞ 
Forſhe of Lordly lad's bzcoyd, 
And ought of great eftates,  . ;. 
Her fauopr {cornes to beenioyd 
By ys poore levvly Mates. 
» Vizereſore I warne theeto bewiſe, 
60 yith me to my walke, 


YVhere 
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Wherelowly lafles be notnice, 
There like,and chuſe thy Make, 
Where are no pearles nor gold to view, 
No pride of fulken fight, 
But peticoats of Scarler heyy, 
Wkich vaile the s kin ſnow-white. 
There trueſt Laſles beene to ger 
For loue and little coſt: 
There ſweet deftre is paide his det, 
And labour ſeldome loſt, 
Shepbeard. 
O Heardman,no,thou rau'ſt too lowd 
Our trade fo vile to hold. 
My weed as great a heart doth ſhrowd, 
As his that's clad in gold. 
And take the trath that I thee tell, 
This ſong faire Daphne fings 
That Cupid will be ſeru'd as well, 
Or Shepheards as of Kings, 
For proofe whereof,old bookes record, 
That Venus Queene of loue, 
Would ſet afide her warlike Lord," 
And youthfull Paſtors proue, 
How Paris was as well belou'd, 
A {imple ſhepheards Boy, 
As after when that he was prou'de, 
King Priams Sonne of Troy. 
And therefore haue 1 better hope, 
As had thoſe Lads of y'ore, 
My courage takes as large a ſcope, 
Although theic haps were more, 
And for thou ſhalt not deeme I ielt, 
And b care a mind more bale, 
No meaner hope ſhall haunt my breſt, 
Then deareſt Daphnes grace. 
My mind no other thought retaines, 
Mine eye nought elle a:imires: 
My hart no other paſs10a ſtraiae, 
Nor other hap defires, 
D 


MY 
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My muſe of nothingelſe entreates, 
My Pipe nought elſe can ſound, 

My veines no other feauer heates, 
Such faith's in thepheards found, 


Heard. #113. 


AH Shepheard,then Iee,with griete 
thy care1s paſt all cure, 
No remedy for | + relecte, 
Burt patiently endure. 
Thy wonted liberty is fled, 
Fond fancy breeds thy bane, 
Thy ſenſe of folly brought abed, 
Thy witis in the wane. 
I can but ſorrow for thy ſake, 
Since louelulls thee afleepe. 
And whitt out of thy dreame thot wake, 
God thield thy ſtraying ſheepe. 
Thy wretched flocke may rue and curſe 
Thyjs proud defire of thine, 
W hoſe wofull ſtate from bad to ryorſe 
Thy careleſfle ei2 will pine, 
Andeuen as they,thy ſelte likewiſe 
With them ſhalt weare and walt, 
To ſce the ſpring before thine cies, | 
Thou thirſty canſt not taſft. 
Content thee therefore with conceir, 
VYVhere others gainethe grace, 
And thinke thy fortune at the height, 
To ſee but Daphnes face. 
Although thy truth deſerued well, | 
Reward aboue the ret, 1 
Thy haps ſhall be but meanes totell þ 
How other men are bleſt, 
So gentle Shepheard, farewell now, 
Be warned by my reed, 
For 1ſee written in thy brow, 
1hy kart for loue doth bleed, 
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Yet longer withthee would I tay, 
If ougkt would doe thee good, 

Bur nothing can the heatallay, 
Where loue enflames the blood, 


Shepbeard. 
en Heardman,fince it is my lot, 
and my good liking ſuch, 
Strive not to brezke the faithfull knot, 
that thinks no painetoo much, 
For what contents my Daphnes beft 
I neuer yill deſpiſe: 
So ſhe but wiſh my foule good reſt 
when death ſhall cloſe mine cies: 
Then heardman,farewell once againe, 
C.. ___ dayis fled: "1 RE 
might thy cares,poore ſhephceards >SWaine, 
flie from thy carcel head, 


— — ——_—_—— 
_ CY 


III. Eglogue. 


Concerning olde age, The beginning and end of this 
Eglogue are wanting , 


Perin, 


E Or when thou art not as thou wont of y'ore, 
No cauſe why life ſhould pleaſe thee any more. 

W hilome 1 was (in courſe of former yeares, 

Ere freezing Eld had coold my youthly rage) 

Of mickle worth among my ſhepheards Peeres, 

Now for I am ſome-dele 'ylteprin age, | 

For plealance, ſtrengeh,and beauty ginnes aſſwage; 
Each little heard-groome laughs my wrinkled face, 
Each bonay lafſe for Cuddy ſhannes theplace: 

For all this woe none can we 1uſtly twight, 

Bur hatefull t1d,the foe co pleaſant reſt, 

Which like a theete doth rob vs of delight. - 
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Wrenocke, 


Perin,enon: h fery words be alyaics beſt, 
Needs muſt be borne that cannot be redreſt, 

Se fe :m I asthon ſeeſt in thilke eſtate, 

The gricfe is cath to beare that haz a mate: 
But ſicker for to ſpeake thetruth indeed, (me, 
Thou ſeem it to blame that blamecles ſeemes to 
And hurtleſſe Eld ro ſneb (ill mought he ſpeed, 
That fliyes the dog, for wolues lo wicked be) 
The faults ef men thou lai'ſt on age 1 (ce, 

For which 1F Eld were in it ſclfe to blame, 

Then I and al my Peares thould taſt the ſame. 


Peris. 


Wrenocke,I weene thou doat'ſt through ruſty E 14, 
And think'ſt with tained words to bleare mine eye, 
Thou for thy ſtore art euer blesfull held, 

Thy heapes of gold,nill let thee ſorrow pie, | 
Thy flocks full ſafe here vnder ſhade doe lie, : 
Thy weanlings fat,thine ewes with bladder blowne: # 
A iollier Shepheard haue we ſeldome knuwne, 


Wrenock, 


Forthilke my ſtore,great Pan y'hercied be; 

Burt iftor thy,mine age withioy I beare, 

Horr fals it thatthy ſclfe vnlike ro me, 

Art vexedſo with x and bootelefle fears? 

Thy ſtore will lerthee fleepe on cither eare, 
But neither want makes age to wiſemen hard, | 
Nor fooles by wealth from grieuous paines are bar'd 


Perm, 


Sceſt not how free yond'Lambkin skips and plai2s: 
And wags his taile,and buts with tender head: 
All for he feeles the heate of youngthly daies, 
Which ſecret law of kind hath inly bred? 
7 hilke ewefrom whom all ioy with youth is fled, 
See how it hangs the head as it would weepe, 
Whiltome it skipt, yneaths now may it creepe. 


Wre- 


(Co 
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Wrenock, 
No fellowſhip hath ſtate of beaſts with man, 
In th@n is nought bur ſtrength of lim and bone, 
Which ends with age, as itwith age began. 
Bur man they ſar'ne(as other creature none) 
Hath vacouth fire conuaid from heauen by one, 
(His name 1 wiſt)that yeelds him inward light, 
Sike fireas Welkin ſhewes in winter night. 


Which neither age nor time can weare away, 

Which waxeth betr' for vſe,as Shepheards Crooke, 

That ever ſhineth brighter day by day: 

Alſo though wrinkled ſeemes the aged looke, 

Bright ſhines the fire that from the Stars we tooke, 
And ſooth to ſay,thilke ewe laments the paine, 
That thilke lame wanton Lambe is ike ſuſtaine. 

Peri, 

Ak Thenot,be not all thy teeth on edge, 

To ſee youngths folke to ſport in paftimes gay? 

To pitch the barre,to throw the waighty fledge, 

To dance with Phillis all tae holy=day, 

To hunt by day,the Fox, by night,the Gray? : 
Sike peereleſſe pleaſures wont vs for to queeme, 

Now lig we laide,as drownde in heauy dreame 


Deeft, 
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eA compiaint , of which all the flanes endwith the 
word: of the firſt the a Seſtine. 


I 
E ghaſtly groues,that hear my wofvll cries 
Whoſe thady leaues doe thake to _ my paine, 
Thou filuer ftreame that doſt with teares lament: 

The crue!l chance that doth mwgriefe increaſe: 

Ye cbirping birds whoſe cheareles not es declatg 

That ye bewaile the woes 1 feele in minde, 

Beare witneſle how with careI doe conſume, 

And hzare the cauſe why thus Ipine away, 

2 


Loue is the cauſe that makes me pine away, 
And makes you heare the Eccho of my cries 
Through griefes encreaſe:Andrheugh the cauſe of paine 
Which doth enforce me ſtill thus to lamear, 
Proccede from loue,and though my paine increaſe 
By daily cries which doe that paine declare, 
And witneſle are of my afflicted mind, 
Yetcry I will,till crying me conſume, 
D 4 For 
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+4; 
For as the fire the ſtubble doth conſume, 
And as the winde doth drixe the quſt away, 
So penfive heartsare ſpent with dolefull cryes, 
Ana cares diſtraCt the minde with pinching paine. 
But allin vaine Idoemy cares lament; 
My ſorrow doth my ſobs, fGghs,teares,encreaſe: 
_ ſods,fighes,teares,my tormenrs doe decl:re, 
Sobs,fighes,nor teares, moue not her flintie mitides 


4 


Iam caft out of her yngratefull minde, 

And ſhe hath fworne | ſhall in vaine conſume, 

My weary dayes,my life muſt waſt away, 

Conſum'd with paine,and worne with reſtlefle crics. 
So Philomele too much opprelt with paine 

By his miſdeede that cauſeth her lament, 

Doth day and night her mournefull layes encreaſe, 
And to the woods her ſorrowes doth declare, * 


3 


Some eaſe it is, hid ſorrowes to declare, 

Put too ſmall eale to ſuch a gricued minde, 
Vhich by repeating woes doth more conſume, 
Toend which woes | finde at all no way, 
(Aftwple ſalueto cure ſo great a paine) 

But to deaths deafened Ares to bend my cries, 
Come then ye ghaltly owles heIpe me lament, 
And as wy cryes,{o let your ſhrikes encreaſe. 


6 


For as your ſhrikes(the tunes of death)encreaſe 
When ſunne is ſet and ſhadowes doe declare 
The nights approach: fo I from my darke minde 
Since my bright Sun is ffed,in cries conſume, 

My night of woes,and though you fly away | 
Soone as the daies returnes and ceaſe your cries, 
Yet | by day find no releaſe of paine, 


But day and night fo foule a change lament. , 
ut 
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7 
But white I thus to ſenſclefle things lament 
Ruth of my caſe in them thereby d'encreaſe 
Which ſhe feeles not, with ſcoſſes the doth declare 
My pangs to him,who firſt her wanton minde, 
From me did win : Since when Iftill conſume 
Like waxe gainſt fire, like ſnoyy that melts away 
Before the ſun : Thus thus, with mournfull cries 
11yuing die,and dying,liuein paine, 

$ 


| And nowadicu delight, and farewell paine 
Adiew vaine hope 1 ſhall no more lament 
Her fained faith-which did my woes encreale; 
And ye to whom my priefes | thus declare, 
Ye which haue heard the ſecrets of my mind, 
And ſeeing then my liogriog lifein paine conſume,, 
Groue, Brooke; and Birds adieu,now hence away, 
By death I ill, and ceaſe my deadly _ | 
E. Ds 


| Inſcriptions. 
Thisbe. _ 

VE wofull Sires,vhoſe cauſcleſſe hate hath bred 

Gnete to your ſelues,death to my loue andme,, 
Let vsnot be diſ-ioynd when we are dead, 
Though we aliue conioindcould neuer bee, 
Though cruell flarres denide ys two one bed. 
Yet in one tombe ys two entombed lee. 
Like as the dart was one and one the knife 
Thar did begin our loue and endourliſe, 


(lytemneſtrato her ſonne Ore- 


ſtes, comming to kill her for 
murthering his father AGA- 
MEMNON. 


4 01d.bold thy hand, vile ſon of viler mother, 


Death IL deſerue but O net by thy kaife. 
D 5 One: 
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Gne parent to reuenge wile thou kill the other, 
And giue herdeath that gauethee(wretch thy life, 
Faries will plague thy murther execrable, 
Stz7e8 Will play thee,and all mothers curſe thee. 
To woun1 this wombe or breaſt, how att thou able, 
W hen the one did beare thee, and the other nurſe thee? 
AIAX, 
His {word is mine.or will Laertes Sonne 
Win this as he Achulles armour wonne? 
This ſword which you O Greeks ot bath'd have known 


| In Troian blood, ez now bathin mine owne. 


This fearelefle breaſt which all mineenemnes fierce 
Haue left vnpierſt,now T my ſelfe will pierce, 
So men !1 all ſay, Aiax ronone did yeeld 
Butt Aiax:elie,and Aiax,Aiax kild, 
ROMUEVS. 
JO common wombe was fit me forth to bring, 
Buta pure virgin Prieſt, childe to a King, 
No mortal father worthy was to breed me, 
Nor humane wilke vas ferceenough to feed me, 
Tacreforcthe God of war by wonder bred me, 
Ard a thee wo'tc by no lefls wonder fed me. 
In fine,the Gods becaule carth was toe baſe 
T'eatombe me dead,did me in heauen place. 


> ——_ ER C@—O —— mY 
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Fabritius Curio , who refuſed gold of the 
Samnit:y, and di[courred to King Pir- 
roms bis Phitien that fferedia 
oifo: vibes. 1 
M Y famous Country valucs golde'farreleſſe, 
IViThen conque!! uraue of iuci as gold poſſeſle, 
To be orecome w:th wealti 1 doe not yfe, 
And to orecome witli pr: on i refuſe, 
No hand loses more ther; minegtogiue to many, 
No ha rthates more then mine to take of any, 
With ſo firme-ſteele vertue my minde hath armed, 
ata ot by gold, noryron it can be harmed, 
-- Cs 


GL 
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Cato Vtican, who flew bimelfe becauſe he 
would not fall into Ceſars hands, 


AESAR, thouhaſt o'recome 10 thy great fame- 
Proud Germanes, valiant Gauls,and Brittons rude; 
Romes liberty (bur to thine eternall ſhame) 
And hergreat Champion thou haſt eke ſubdu'de. 
Yet neither ſhall thy triumphs with my name 
Be grac't, nor ſword be with my »loud imbrude. 
Though all the conquer'd earth do now ſerue thee, 
Cato will die ynconquered,and free. 


| ——_— 


eel 


'P Dialogue in Imitation of that betweene 
Horace and Lidia, beginning, Donec, 
gratus eram tibi, fc, 


r Lover. 


V Hile thou diddeR loue me, and char necke of thing: 
More ſweet, white, ſoft,then roſes, filuer,downe, 

Did weare anecklace of no armes but mine, 

Ienuide not the King of Spaine his crowse. 


2 Ladle, 
V'Vhile of thy heart I was ſole Sourraigne, 


And thou didit fing none but Mellinaes name; 


W hoin for broyn Cole thou doit now diidaiae,, 
Enuide not the Queene of Englands fame, 


3 Laver, 
Though Cole beleſſe Faire,ſhe is more kinde; 
Her graccfull dancing ſo doth pieaſe mine ey?, ; 
And through mine eares her voice fo chaumes my mind: 
That fodeaic ſhe may liue, ile willing die. 

4 Ladle, 
Though Criſpus cannot ig wy pen in verſe; 
lloue him {0 for $\ill in Tilting ſhowne, 


Ard: 


60 Sorts, 


And gracefull managing'of Courſiers fierce : 
That his deare life to ſaue, ile loſe mine owne, 
S Tower, 

What if I ſue to thee againefor grace, 

And ſing my praiſes ſweeter then before, 

If I out of my heart blot Cloes face, 

Wilt thou loue me againe, loue him no more? 

6 Lady. 

Though he be fairer then the i ſtarre, 
Though lighter then the floting Corke thou be, 
And then the iriſh ſea more angry farre, * 
With thee I wiſhto liue,and dic with thee, 


Madrigal. 
Though you be not content 
That I (poore worme)ſhouldloue you, 
As Cupids power, and your ſweete beauty cauſe me, 
Yet (deere) let ptttie moue you 
To giue nie your conſent, 
Toloue my life, as law of nature drawes me, 
Andit my life I love,then muſt | coo 
Loue your ſweet ſelfe,for my life liues in'you, 


> AMAaarigall, 
Borywwed out of a Greeke Epigy an. 


Mee's rich enongh whoſe eies behold thee, 
Who heares thee-ling a Menarch1s: 

A Demy-God who doth thee kifle, | 
And loue himſelfe whoſe armes infold thee, ' 


A, adrjrall. 


Pen ber dreaming that ſhe ſaw bim dead:. 


O faite, yetmurdting cies, 
Starres of my miſeries, 
Who while night clouds your beames, 
How much you wiſh my death ſhow in your dreames:: 
Is't notenough that waking you do ſpill me, 
But you a ſleepe muſt kill me? 


F 
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Somers. 0 GL 
O kill me ſtill while you your fleepe ate _— 
So you lend me kin ck whule you are waking, 


The ſound of thy ſweere name, my deareſt treaſure, 
Delights me more then fight of other taces, 

A glimpſe of thy ſweere face breeds me more pleaſure, 
Then any others kindeft words and graces. 


One gracious word that from thy lips proceedeth, 
I'value more then others Daue-like kifles : 

And thy chalt kifſe in my conceit excecedeth, 
Others embraces,aud loues chiefeſt blifſes, 


= Sonnets. 
WH traitrous Fhotine, Czar did preſent 


With his great riuals honourable head, 
He taughr his cies a {treame of reares to ſhed 
Hidiog in his falſe heart bis true contene. 


And H anniba!l when Forrnnes ballance light, 
Raiz'd low-brought Rome and ſwaid proud Carthage 
While all but he, bewail'd their yeelding town (down, 
He laugh't to cafe his ſwelling hearts. deſpight, 


Thus cunning minds can maske with diuerſeart, 
Griefe vnder fained (miles, loy vnder teares 
Like Hauniball | cannot hide my teares 
Setting cleare Jookes vpon a cloudie heart. 

Bur let me jotes enivie, Deere you-thal trie, 

Czxſar hid nor his toies ſo well as I, 


Jonnet. 


While Loue-in you didlue ,1 onely ſiu'd in you, 
While you for we did burne,t-r you alone I burned, 
While you did figh for me,for you I fight & mourned,, 
Fill you-prou'de falſe to me,to you l was molt —_ 
at. 


CO ag 


62 Sonets, 


But fince Loue died in you, in you 1 liue no more, 

Your heart a Seruant nevy,mine a new Saint enioyetÞ: 
My ſight off&ds your cics,minecies your fight annoieth 
Since you held me in ſcornegby you l ſet no flare. 
Yet if dead Lone, ifyour late flames returne, 
If you lamE: your chige,8& count me your ſole treaſure, t 
My loue more freſh ſhall ſpring , my flame more bright 
(ſhall bu ne, 
Ie louenone elſe but you, & loue you without meaſure, 

If not (vntrue) farew:l1: in ſand le ſow no graine, 
Nor plant my loue but where loue yeelds me leuc againe. 


=_ Cc "” 
; {i To Miftrefſe Diera. 
PHoebus of a!l the Gods I wiſh to bee: 


Not of the world to haue the ouerſceing : 
For of all things in the worlds circuit being 
One onely thing I alvaies wiſh to ſee. 
Not of all hearbs the hidden force to know, 
For ah my wound by herbes cannot be cured: 
Not in the Sky to have aplace aſſured, 
For my ambition lies on earth below, 
Not to be Prince of the Celeſtiall quire, 
ForI one Nimph priz&nore then all the Mules: 
Not with his bow to ofer Loue abuſes 
For 1 Loues Vaſlall am, and dread his yres+ 
But that thy light from mine, might borrow'd be, 
Andfaire Diana might ſhine vnder me. 


D—— AO OE eo en es wo ie EE A Ir nn b 


Vpon his departure, 


CMaariga!l, 


Cvre (Deere) Iloue you not, {or he that loueth, | 
, When he from her doth part 

That's Miſtres of his heart, 
A deadly paine,a belliſh torment proucth, 
But waca ſad Fates did ſeuer 


"Rt GS 4 _——— —  .. = 


Eprgrams. 
Me farre from ſeeing you I would ſee euer, 
Ifelt in my abſenting 
No paine,nor no tormenting, 


For ſence of =_ how could he finde, 
Thatlefr his heart and ſoule behinde? 


—— 
——_— 
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Epigrams tranſlated out of 
Hartiall. 


eAd eAclian. 76.1.1. 


Si memini, ſuerant tibi quatuor, Aelia, dentes, 
Exypuit una duos tuſſis, & va du vs. 

lam ſecura potes uotis tuſſire dicbus, 
N4l iſtuc quod agat tertia tuſſu babet. 


Foure teeth of late you had,both blacke and ſhaking, 
Which durſt not chew your meate for feare of aking, 
But ſince your cough (without a Barbers ayde) 
Hathblowne them out, you need not be afraid, 

On either fide to chew hard cruſts, for ſure 

Now from the Tooth-ach you live moR lecure, 


Is Herm.15. 2. 


Duod nullt calic em thum propinas 
Humane facts, Herm:, aonjuperbe. 


A Monſieur Naſo, Verole, 


Naſo letnone drinke in _— bur he, 
Thinke you tis curious pride? tis courtelie, 


Os & libra !ubi lingt, Manuella catcl{ys, 

Mon miror merdas fi 1bet efſe cani, 
I'muſe not that yonr Dog turds oft doth eate, 
Toatung that Licks your lips, a turd's ſycer meate, 


«a - 


De 


Eprigvas. 
De Milone. 
M 11 0 dominon eſt, peregre Milone profeſts, 
Arua vacant, vxar non minus inde parit. 
Car ſit ager ſterilis,cur vxor laft tet,edam, 
Luo fodiatur ager non habet,uxor babet. 


M IL O lives long in France, and while he's there, 
his grofid bears nought,his wife doth childr6 beare 
Why ſhould th'one barren, th'other fertile be? 

His ground lacks plowing yp,, ſo doth-nat ſhe. 


64 


De Codjo, Li, 15. 4 
Plus credit nemo, quam tota Codins morbe, 
Cum fit tam pauper quomodo ? carus amat, - 


_ ODRVS although but of meane cſtate, 
Truſts more then any Merchant in the citie; 
For being old and blind he hath of late, 
Married a wife, yong,wanton faire,and wittie,, 
Ad Duintum. 117. L, 5. 
Due legis cauſa nupſit t:bi Lelia, Yuinte. 
V xorem banc poteris dicere leg!timam. 


TT Hy lantut! wife faire Lzlia needs mnſt bee, 
For ſhe was forby law to marry thee. 


Ni mibid as viuus, dicis poſt fata daturum, 
$1 2M es ftultus, cis Maroquid cupiam. - 
To A.S. 


R Ich Chremes whiles he lives will nought beſtow, 
On his paore Heires,butall athis lait day. - 

If he be halfe as wiſe as-rich I trow, 

He thioks that for his life they ſeldome pray, 


Semper eris pauper, {i pauper es, Emilianc, 
Dzntur opes audlis nun aift divuitibus, 
| To all poore Sthollers. 
Aile ye of wealth, of wealth ye ſtill will faile, 


None but fat ſowes are now greez'd ip the taile; 
p 
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In Cmam. 42.L7. 


Primum eft v1 prefles,fi quid te,Cinna rogabs, 

Illag deinde ſequens;ut Cito,Cinna Beges. 
Diligo preftantem,non 0d1.Cinnagngantem, 

Sed tu nec prefilaz,nec cito,Cinna uegas. 

To bis friends y 
M Y juſt demaunds ſo one grant or ſoone deny, 
Th'one friendfivp howes,and th'other courtehe: 

But who'not ſoone doth grant,nor ſoone ſay no, 
Dotlrnot crue ftieadſhip, and good manners knovy, 


InCinnam, 107, Ls, 
E ſe nibil dicis,quicquid petis gmprobe Cinna, 
$1 nil Cinna petis, nil tab Cinna negos 


VV ſo'ere you coggingly require, 
Tis nothing (Cinr:a)ſhll you cry: 
Then Cinna you haue-yourdefire, 

If you aske nought,nought deny. 


DePhilone, 48, L;s. 


Nunquam ſe ceanaſſe domi Philo turat,c boc eff, 
Non canat quotits nemo Vocauit eu. 


PHilo ſweares hene're extes athome a nights: 
He meanes,he fates when no man him inuites» 


12, Lit, 


you promiſe mountaines ſtill to me, 
When ouer night ſtack-drunk you be, 

But nothing you pecforme next day, 

Henceforth be morning drunke,lpray, 


Ad Peſsimos Coniuges, 35+-L, 8, 
(COYm Mis ſmiles pareſque vita: 
 xar pefeuma,peſsim'e maritus, 
Mziror non bene connentre vobis. 


Why 


66 Epigrams, 


VV» doe your wife and you ſo ill agree, 
Since you in manners ſo well matched be? 
Thou brazen-Þfac'd, ſhe impudently bold, 
' Thou ſtill doft brawle,ſhe euermore doth ſcold 
Thou ſeldome ſober art,ſhe often drunke, + 
Thou a whore-hunting knaue, ſhe a knowne Puncke. 
Both of you fiich, both ſweare and damne,and lic, 
And both take pawnes, and Iewiſh vſurie. 
Not rhanners like make man and wife agree, 
Their manners muſt both like and vertuous bee, 


Epigrams, 
A Rule for Comttiers, 


HE that will thriue in Court muſt oft become, 
Againſthis will, both blind and deafe and dombe. 


On a painted Curtizan, 


V Hoſoever ſaith thou ſelleſt all, doth ieſt, / 
Thou buy'ſt thy beauty that ſels all the reſt. 


Is Aulam, 


Er Sons rich Aula termes her Letchers all, 
Whom other Dames loues, friends,and ſeruants call, 
And ſure me thinks ker wit, * 
Giues them a name more fit, 
For if all mothers them their ſons do call 
Whom they haue onely borne nine months in all, 
May ſhe not call thera ſons with better reaſon, 
Whom ſhe hath borne ninetimes as long aſcaſon? 


For a lookin: elaſſe. 


F thou be faire, thy beauties beautife, 

With vertuous deeds and manners anſwerable : 
If thou be foule, thy beauties want fupply, 
With a faire mind and actions commendable, 


Thou 
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Epirams. 
In Aſinium: 
Hou ſtill wert wont in earneſt or in iſt, 


To praiſe an A fe as a moſt wortby beſt, 
Now like an Aſle thy ſelfe thou ſtill commendeſt, 


Whaſere thou ſpeakſtwith thine own praiſe thou endeR 


Oh! 1 perceiue thou praiſe learnedly, 
AirAſcin Theſi and Hipothefi, 


On a limping Cuchold. 


T Hou euermore doſt ancient Poets blame, 

For faining Venus wife to Vulcan lame. 

I blame the ſtarres and Hymen to that gaue 

A faire ſtraight wife to theea foule lame knaue, 
And nought doth eaſe my griefe but onely this, 
Thy Venus now hatIf got a Mars to kifle. 


On Cramboe a lowzze ſhifter, 


BY want of ſhift ſince lice at firſt are bred, 
And after by the ſame encreaſt and fed, 
Crambo I muſe how you hane lice ſo many, 
Since all men know you ſhifras much as any. 


In Dumtum, 


Vintus is burnt,and may thereof beglad, 
For being poore he hath a good pretence, 
Areuery Church to craue beneuolence 
For one that had by firelcſt all he had, 


Fn Sabam. 
VV Hy will not Saba in a glaſſe behold 


Her face, ſince ſhe grew wrinkled,pale and old? , 


Doubtleſſe I thinke ſhe doubts that oug!y ſight 
Like Cow-turnd IO would her ſelfe affright. 


Fn Aulum. 


AVlus gives noughe,men {ay,theugh much hecraue, 


Yet Ican tel] to whom the pox he Y2Ue, 
BP. Db 
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7% Sonnets,Odes,Elegies, and 
Maarigals. 


Sonnet, 1, 
Dedication of theſe Rimes,to his firſt Lone. 
FF my harſh humble ſtile,and rimes ill drefled, 


Arriue not to your worth and beauty glorious, 
My muſes ſhoulders are with weight oppreſſed, 
And heauenly bearmes are o're my ſight victorious, 

If theſe dimme colours haue your worth expreſſed, 
Laid by loners hand,and net by Art laborious, 
Your Sun-like raies haue my wits harueſt bleſſed, 
Enabling me to make your praiſe notorious. 

But if alas! (alas I the heauens defend it,) 
My lines your eyes,my loue yourheart diſpleafing, 
Breed hate in you,and kill my hope ofcaſing: 
Say with your ſelfe,how can the wretch amend it? 
I wondrous faire,he wondreus deartly leuing, 
How can his thoughts but make hispen be mouing? 


Sonnet, 11. 
T hat he cannot hide or deſſemble his affetion, 


[| Bend my wits, and beate my weary braine, 
To keepe my inward griefe,from outward ſhow. 
Alas I cannot : now tis yaine I knovy, 
To hide a fire, whoſe flame appeareth plaine. 

I forcemy wil,my ſenſes I conſtraine, 
T'impriſon in my heart my ſecret woe, 
But muſing thoughts,deepe fighes,or tears that flow, 
Diſcouer what my heart hides,ail in vaine. 
Yet blame not(Deere)this yndiſſembled paſsion: 
For well may loue, within (wall limits bounded, 
Be wiſely maskt in a diſguiſed faſhion. 
Buthe,whoſe heart, like mine,is throughly wounded, 
Can neuer faine,no thoughhe were afſured, 
Thatfaining might haue greater grace procured. 


The 


Sonnets,Odes 


Sonner, II. 
V pon his abſence from hey, 


y He faireſt eie, (O cies in blackneſſe faire) 

That cuer ſhinde,aad the moſt heau'nly face, 

The daintieſt ſmiling,the moſt conquering grace, 

And ſweeteſt breath that ere perfumd the ayre, 

Thoſe cherry lips, whoſe kifle might we!l repaire 
A dead mans fiate:that ſpeech did diſplace 

All meanedeſires,and all affetions baſe, 

Clogging ſwift hope,and winging dead deſpaire, 
That ſnow-white breaſt, and all thoſe faultles features 

W hich made her ſeeme a perſonage diuine, 

And farre excelling faireſt humane creatures, 

Hath abſence benithe from my curſed cine, 

But in my heart,as in a mirror cleare, 

All theſe perfetions to my thoughts appeare. 


Sonnet. NIL 
Vpon preſenting her with the ſpeech of Grayes-Inne 
Maske,at the Conrt, 1 5 9 4. conſiſtmg of three parts. 


T he ſtory of Proteus transformations , the wonders of 


the adamantine Rocke,and a ſpeech to ber Maieftie, 


WAVES in theſe lines may better claime a part, 

That ſing the prayſes of the maiden Queene, 
Then you faire [weet,that onely ſoueraigne becne, 
Of the poore kingdome of my faithfy ll beart? 

Or to whole view ſhould I this ſpeech impart, 
Where th' Adamantine rocks great power is ſhowne: © 
But to your conq'riag eyes,whoſe force onceknoyyue 
Makes euen yron hearts loath thence to part? 

Oc who of Proteus ſundry transformations, 

May better ſend you the new-fained Story, 
Then I whoſe loue ynfaia'd felt nomutations, * 
S.nce to be yours 1 firit receiu'd theglory? 
Accept thea oftheſe lines,though meanly pend, 
So firfor you to take,and meto lend, 
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Fino L 


' He renounceth bis foode,and former delight in Mu- 
ſocke, Poetic and painting, 


[tting at board ſometimes,prepar'de to eate, 
If t hap my minde entheſe my woes to thinke, 
Sighs fill my mouth in ſtead of pleaſant meare, 
And teares do moilt my lips in lieu ofdrinke: 
But yet,nor ſighs,aor teares,that run amaine, 
Canceither ſtarue my thoughts,or quench my paine, 


Another time with carefull thought, o're-tane, 
I thought theſe thoughts with muſicks might te chaſe: 
Butas1lgan toſet my nores in frame, 
A ſuddaine pafſion did my ſong diſplace. 
In ſtead of Refts,fi om my heart did riſe, 
In ſtead of Notes,deepe ſobs and mournfull cries, 


Then,when I ſaw,that theſe my thoughts increaſde, 
And thatmy thoughts vato my woes gaue fire, 
I hop't both thoughts and woes might be releaſde, 
If to the Muſes I did me reure : 
Whoſe ſweetedelights were wont to caſe my woe, 
But noyy (alas) they could do nothing ſo, 


For trying oft (alas) yet ſtill in vaine, 

To makeſome | 00879 nnamnon to ariſe, 

And beating oft my dullen weary braioe, 

In hope ſome ſrocete conceit for to deviſe: 
Our of my month no words burgroans would come, 
Out of my Pen noinke but reares would runne, 


Ofallmy o!d delights yet one was left, 

Painting alone to eaſe my minde remaind: 

By which, when as I lookt to be bereft x 

Of theſe heart- vexing woes that ftill me#ſtraind, 
From forch mine cies the bloud for colours came, 
Aad teares withall to temper lo the ſame, 


Adll cu 
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Adieu my foode that wontſt my taſtEto pleaſe, / 
Adicu my ſongs that bred mine eares delight, 
Adieu ſweet Muſe that oft my minde did'ſt eaſe, 
Painting, adieu,that oft refreſht my fight, 
Since neither talte,nor eares,nor fight nor mind, 
In your delights can ought ſaue ſorrow fiade, 


SONNET. Y, 


To Pitie, 


V Vv ke Pirtierake,for thou haſt ſlept too long, 
Within the Tygriſh heart of that fierce faire, 
Who ruines meſt, where moſt ſhe ſhould repaire, 
And where ſhe owes moſt right,doth greateſt wrong. 

Wake Pittie, wake,O do no more prolong 
Thy needfull helpe | but quickly heare my pray're 
Quickly ( alas ) for otherwiſe deſpaire 
By guilty death, will end my guiltlefſewrong, 

Sweete Pictie wake, andtell my cruel ) 
ThatIf my death her honour might encreaſe, 

1 would lay downe my life at her proud fecete, 
And willing die,anddying,hold my peace, 
And onely live,and liuing mercy crie, 
Pecauſe her glory in my death will die. 


Oops. I. 
That one'y ber beauty and voice pleaſe bim. 


I 
P Aſſion may my iudgement bleare, 
Therefore ſure 1 will aot ſweare, 
That others are netpleaſing: 
Bur I ſpeake it tomy paine, 
And my life ſhall it maintaine, 
None elſe ycelds my heart caſing. 
2 


| 
Ladies Idoe thinke there bee, 
Other-ſome as fate as ce, . 


Carr En _— 
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(Thougtynone haue fairer features : 
But my turtle-like affeion, 
Since of her lmade EleCtion, 

Scornes other faireft creatures, 


3 


Surely I will notdeny, 
Burt Grand others reach as high 

With their ſweete warbling voices: 
Bur fince her notes charmde mine care, 
Enen the ſyweecelt tunes Lheare, 
To me ſeeme rudehar ſhnoyſes, 


Maarizall. 1. ToCupid. 


]Onecif a God thou art, 
Then euermore thou muſt, 
Be mercifull arid iuſt, 
If thon be tuſt, O wherefore doth thy Darr, 
Wound mine alone,and not my LadieSHart? 


If merciful, then why 

Am lte paine reſeru'd, 

Who haue thee truely feru'd: 
While ſhe that by thy power ſets not a flye, 
Laughes thce ro ſcorne,and lives at liberty? 


Then,if a Ged thou wilt accounted bee, 
Heale me like her,or elſe wound her lke me, 


Maarigall, Il. 
V pon his miſtreſſe ſfcknes,and his owne health, 


In health 2rd caſe am T; 
Yet,as I ſeuſcleffe wete,it noughtconten ts me. 
You ficke in patne doehe, SY, ( Be: 
And(ah)your paiuc excgedingly tozmenes me, | 
Wher- 
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Elegies and Madrige als. 
Whereof, 1canthis onely reaſon gue, 
That dead ynto my ſclfe, in you 1 Lue, 


Madrigall 3. 


He begs a hiſſe. 


COrrow ſlowly killeth any, 
Sodaine ioy ſoone marthers many. 
Then ({weete) if you would end me; 
Tis a fond courſe withingring iefe to ſpend me, 
For,quickly to diſpatch me, 
Your onely way is, in your armes to catch me, 
And giue me deue-like kifſes, 
For ſuch exceſsiue and vnlookt-for blifles, 
Will ſo much ouer-ioy me, 
As they will ſtraight deſtroy me, 


Maarigall 4. 


pen a kiſſe receined. 


Ylnce I your cherry lips did kifle, 
Where NeQar and Ambroſia is, 

My hungry may no meate requires : 

My chirſly throate nodrinke deſires. 

For by your breath which then 1 gained, 

Camelion-like my life's maintained, 


O grant me then thoſe cherries ſtill, 
Andlet me feede on them my fill, 

If by a ſurfer death 1 get, 

Vpon my tombe let this be ſet: 

By cherries twaine his life he cheriſht, 
By cherries twaine at length he periſht. 
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ODE II 


Vox ber protefiation of kinde affeftion, bauing tried 
tenor © , 


I 
] A die,you are with beauties ſo enriched 
Of bodie and of minde, 
As I can hardly finde, 
Which of them all hath moft my heart bewitched- 
2 


th. es 4 


Whether your skin ſs whites, ſo ſmooth,ſo tender, 
Orface well form'd and faire, 
Or heartetſnaring haire, 
Or daintic kand, or legge , and foote ſo ſlender, 
3 
Or whether your w_ wit and liuely ſpirit, 
Where Pride can finde noplace - 
Or yourenchauaringgrace, 
Or ſpeech, which doth true eloquence inherit, 


4 
Moſt loucly all, and each of them do moue me, 
| More then words can expreſſe: as) 
| But yet 1 mult confeſle, 
I loue you molt, becauſe you pleaſe to love me. 


Ovzx Il. 
His refile ſſe eftate. 


Your preſence breeds my anguiſh, 

Your abſence makes mc languitlh 

Your fight with woedoth fill me, 

. And want ef your ſweete fight, alas doth kill me, 


If thoſe deere eyes that burne me, 
With milde afpe@ you turne me, 
For life my weake heart panteth: 


LK frownipgly,my {p'ric and life blood fainteth, 


Elegies and Maarigals. 
If you ſpeake kindly to me, 


Alas, kind words vndoe me 3 
Yet filence doth diflike me, 


And one vnkinde ill yyord,ftarke dead would irike me, 


Thus, Sunne nor ſhade doth eaſe me, 

Nor ſpeech,nor ſilence pleaſe me : 
Fauours and frownes annoy me, 

Both want and plenty equally deſtroy me. 


EituGlIs. It. 


Or letters mYerſe. 
Y deereſt ſweete, if theſe ſad lines do hap 

> The raging fury of the Sea to ſcape, 
O be not you more cruell then the Seas, 
Let Pittic now your angry mind appeaſe, 
So that your hand may be their bleſſed Port, 
From whence they may vnto your eies reſoct; 
And at thadthrone pleading my wretched caſe, ' 
May moue your cruell heart to yeeld me grace, 
So may no clouds of elder yeares obſcure 
Your Sun-like eies,bur ſtill as bright endure, 
As then they ſhone when with one piercing Ray , 


They made my ſelfe their flaue,my heart they pray: 


So may ne ſickneſle nip thoſe flowers ſweete, 


| Which ever flowring on your cheekes do meet: 


Nor all _—_— time haye power to race, 
The good]y building ofthac heauenly face, 


3 
Fountaine of bliſle, yer well-ſpring of my woe, 
(O would 1 might not iuſtly cerme you o ! ) 
Alas your cruell dealing,and my fate, 
Haue now reduc'de me to that wretched ſtate, 
That I know nothow, 1 my ſtile may frame 
To thanks,or grudging,or to praiſc,or blame? 
And where to write,l all my powers do bend, 
There wot I nothow to begin or end. 
And now my drifliag teares trill downe apace, 
As f the latter would the former chaſe, 


E a Whereof 
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Whereof ſomefew on my pale cheekes remaine, 
Like wither'd flowers bedew'd with drops of raine: 
The other falling in my Paper ſinke, 

Or dropping in my Pen encreaſe my inke, 
Which ſuddaine Paſsions cauſe if you would finde, 
A trembling feare doth now poſſeſſe my minde, 
Thityou will not vouchſafe theſe lines to reade, 
Lelt chey ſome pitie in your heartmay breed: 
But or with angry frownes refuſe to take them, 
Or taking them the fires fewell make them: 

Or with thoſe kan's (made to a milder end) 
Theſe guiltleſle leaues all into peeces rend. 

O ccuell Tyrant! ( yertbelouedlill,) 

Wherein haue | deſcru'd of you ſoill, 

That all my loue you ſhou!d with hate requite, 
And all my paines reward with ſuch deſpue ? 

Or if my taulr be great (which I protelt 

Is onely loue, too great to be exprelt ) 

What, baue theſe lines ſo harmelcſſe, innocent, 
Deſern'd ro feel their Maſters puniſhmear? 

Th<ſec leaues are not vnto my fault conſenting: 


And therefore ought not to haue the ſame tormentin 2; 


When you haue read them, vic themas you liſt, 
For by your ſight they ſhall be fully bleſt: 

Put till you reade them, !et the woes 1 haue 

1his harmeleſic Paper from your furie ſaue, 


4 
Clenre vp mine cies and drie your ſelues my teares, 
And thou my heart baniſh theſe deadly feares: 
Perſwade thy ſelfe, that though her heart diſdaine, 
Either to loue thy loue, or rue thy paine, 
2ther faire cies will not a looke denie, 
JÞ this ſad ſtorie of thy milſerie. 
then my deere, behold the Portraiture, 
Of him that doth all kind of woes endure, 
Of him whoſe Hezd is made a hiue of woes; 
Whoſe ſwarming number daily greater growes:? 
Ot him whole ſenſes like a Racke are benr, 
With diuerſe metions my poore ſoule torent? 


Whoſe Þ 
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Whoſe minde a mirrouris, which onely ſhewes, 
The ougly image of my preſent woes: 

Whoſe memorie's a poiſon'd knife to teare 

The euer bleeding wound my breaſt doth beare, 
(The euer-blecding wound not to be cured, 
But by thoſe eies that firſt the ſame procured.) 
And that poore heart,ſo faithfull,conftant,true, 
That onelie Joues,and ſerues,and honours you, 
Is like a feeble Ship,which torne and rent, 

The Maſt of hope batng broke,and tackling ſpent,, 
Reaſon the Pilot dead,theſtars obſcured, 

By which alone to ſaile it was enured, 

No Port,no Land,no Comfort once expected, 
All hape of ſafetie vtterlie neglected, 

With dreadfull terror tumbling vp and downe, 
Paſsions vncertaine,waues with hideous ſound; 
Doth dailie, hourelie,minutelie expect 

When either it ſhould runne,and ſo be wreGt, 
Vpon deſpaires ſharpe 8 ocks,or be o're-throwne 
With ftorme of your diſdaine fo fiercely blowne. 


5 
But yet of all the woes that do torment me, 
Of all the torments that do daily rent me, 
Ther's none ſogreat (although | amaſſured, 
That euen the leaſt cannot be long endured: ) 
As that ſo many weekes (nay moneths, and yeares) 
Nay tedious ages, ( forit ſo appeares) 
My trembling heart (beſides ſo many anguiſhes,) 


79 


T'wixt hope and feare yncertaine howerly languiſhes:: 


Whether your hands,your eies,your heart of ſtone, 


Did take my lines, and reade them, and bemone 
With one kind word,one figh,one pittying teare, 
Truntfained griefe which you do make me beare, 
Whether y'accepted that laſt Mohument 
Of my deere loue, the booke (I meane) I ſent 
To your deere ſelfe, when the reſpeQleſle winde 
Bare me awaiz,leauing my heart behinde; 
And daigne ſometimes when you the ſame do view 
To thinke 0n him,yho alwaie thinks on you, 

E 3 
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Or whether you (as Oh I feare you do) 
Hate both my ſelte, and gifts,and letters too, 


6 
 Tmuſt confeſſe ( vnkind) whep I conſider, 


How ill, alas,how ill agree togither 

So peereleſle beautie,to ſe fierce a mind, 

So hard an infide to ſo faire a rinde, 

A heart ſo bloudiz to ſo white a breſt, 

So proud di{daine,with ſo mild lookes ſuppreft: 
And how my deere (Oh would it had bene neuer, 
Accurſed word,nay would it might be euer;) 
How oncel ſay gil your heart waseſtranged, 
(Alas how ſoone my day to night was changed) 
You did vouchſafe my poore eies ſo much grace, ® 
Freely to view the riches of your face, 

And did ſo high exalr my lowlieheart, 

To call it yours, and take it in good part. 

Ani (which was greateſt blifſe) did not 9iſdaine, 
For boundlefl® loue toyeeld ſome lou? a2Pne, 
Whea this, I ſay, I call vnto my mind, 

And in my licart and ſoule no cauſe cat: find 

No fact,no word,whereby my heart doth merit, 
Toloue that loue, which once I did inherit, 
Deſpaireit ſelfe cannot make me deſpaire 

But that you le proue as kind as you arefaire, 
And that my linzs,and booke { O rvould t'were true 
Are,though | know't not yet,receiu'd by you, 
And often hauc your crueltie repented, 
Whereby my guiltleſſe h-art,is thus tormented, 
And now atlengrth in licu of paſſed woe, 

Will pittie,kindnefſ-,loue and fauour ſhoe, 


But when againe my curſed memorie, 
Tomy {a1 thoughts confounded diverſlie, 
Preſents the time, the teare-procuring time, 
Thar withcr'd my yong ioes before their prime: 
The time when | with tedious abſence tired 
With reltlefle loue and racktdefire inſpired, 
Comming to finde my carthlic Paradiſe, 


Elegies and Madrigats. 5. 


To glafle my ſight in your two heauenlie cies, 
(On which alone my earthlie ioies depended, 
And wanting which, my ioy and life were ended } 
From yow ſweete rokie lips,the ſprings of bliſle, 
To draw the NeQar of a ſweet kiſfe: 
My greedie eares on your ſyeet words to feed, 
Which candedin your ſugred breath proceed, 
In daintieſt accents through that currall dore, 
Guarded wh pretious Pearle and Rubies ſtore: 
To touch your hand ſo white, ſo moift,ſo ſoft, 
And with a rauiſht kifle redoubled off, 
Renenge with kindelt ſpighe the bloudie theft, 
Wheredy it cloſelice me my heart bereft: 
And of all blifle ro taſte the conſummation , 
In your ſweet gracefull heauenlie conuerſation, 
By whoſe ſyeet charmes the foules do you inchant, 
Of all that do your louelie preſence haunt: 
In ſtead of all theſe io1es I did expeR, 
Found _ bur frownes, ynkindnefſe and negle&&, 
Neglect, vnkindnes,frownes? nay plaine contempr, 
And open hate, frem no diſdaine exempt, 
No bitter words,fide lJooks,nor ought that might 
Engrieue,encreaſe ſo vnderu'd deſpight, 
When this ( 1 ſay) I thinke,and thinke withall, 
How;nor thoſe ſhowers of teares mine etes ler fall 
Nor winde of bluftring ſighs with all their force, 
Could moue your rockie heart once to remorce,. 
Can I expe that letter ſhould find grace, 
Orpittie cuer in yourheart haue place? 
No no,1 thinke,and ſad deſpaire ſaies for me, 
You hate,diſdaine,and vtterlie abhorre me, 

8 
Alas my Deere,if this you do deviſe, 
To trie the yertue of your murthcring eies, 
And in the Glaſſe of bleeding hearts to view 
The glorious ſplendour of your beauties hew, 
Ah ! rrie it on rebellious hearts and cies 
That do withſtand the power of ſacred lights 
And makethem fecle, (if any ſuch be found) 
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How deepe andeureleſle your cies c2n yound: 
But ſpare,O ſpare my yeeldingheart,and ſaue 
Him whoſe chiefe glorie is to be your flaue-: 
Make me the matter of your clemencie, 

And not theſubieCt of your Tyrannie, 


ODE. IIII. 


Being by bis abſence in Italy deprived of ber lookes, wards, 
and eefiures,be deſirath ber to write unto bim. 


I 
Y onelie ſtarre 
Why,why are your decrecies, 
Where all my liefs peace lies, 
VVith me at warre/ 
VV hy to my rufne tending, 
Do they ſtill lighten woe, 
On him that loues you ſo, 


That all his thoughts in you haue birth and ending, 


II 
Hope of my heart, 
O wherefore do the words 
VVhich your ſweet tongue affords, 
No hope impart? 
Butcruell without meaſure, 
To my eternall paine, 
Still thunder forth diſdaine, 
On him whoſe life depends vpen your pleaſure. 


III 


Sun-ſhine of joie, 
VVhie do your geſtures, which 
All eics and hearrs bewitch, 
My blifle deſtroie? 
And pities skie o're-clouding 
Of hate an endlefſe ſhowre 
On thar poore heart ſtill powre, : 
VVhichin your boſome ſecks his onely ſhrowding? 


Blame 
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II 


Blame of my wound, 

Why are your lines, whoſe ſght 
Shou'd cure me with delight, . 

My poyſon found? 
Y Vhich through -- An——_ diſperſing, 
" Make my poore heart and mind 

And all my ſenſes find 

Aliuing deathia torments paſtrehearſing;. 


V 


Alas my Fate 

Hath'of your Eies depriu'd me; 

VV hich both kil'd and reuiu'd me,, 
And ſweetned hate: 

Your freeet yoyce,and ſyeet Graces, . 
Which cloath'd in louely weeds, 
Your cruell words'and deeds 

Are intercepted by farrediſtantplaces, 


VI 


But O the Anguiſh 
Which preſence ſtill preſented, 
Abſence hath not abſented, 
Nor made to languiſhs 
No,no,tencreaſe my paining, 
The cauſe being ( ah) remoued, 
For which th'efet! loned , 
Th'effe&. is ſtill in greateſt force rewaininge. 


VII: 


O cruel Tygery 

Ifto your hard hearts center; 

Jeares, yowes,and Prayers may enter; - 
Dcfit your rigourr | 


Es 
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And let kinde nes aſſure me 
(Since to my deadly wound 
No ſalue elſe can be found) 
That you that kill mc, yetatlength will cure me, 


HMaarigall 5. 
Allufion to the confuſion of Babell. 


He wretched life I live 
In my weake ſences ſuch confuſion maketh 
That like the accurſed rabble, 
That built the Towre of Bable, 
My wit miſtaketh, 
And ynto nothing aright came doth giue, 


T terme her my deere loue,that deadlie hates me, 

My chiefeſt good,her that's my chiefeſt euill, 

Her Saint and Goddefle,who's a Witch, a Deuil}: 

Her my ſole hope,that with deſpaire amates me, 
My Balme1 call her, that with poiſon fils me, 
And her I terme my life,that dailie kils me, 


Sonnet VT. 


V pos ber acknowledging bis defart, yet re- 
iefting bis affe ion, 


TF loue conioin'd with worth and great deſart, 
Merit like loue in euerie noble mind, 
Why then do 1you ſtill fo cruel! find» 
To whom you doſuch praiſe of worth impart 
And if (my deere) you ſpeake not from your heart, 
To hainous wrongs you do together bind, 
Two ſceke withglozing words mineeies to blind, 
And yet with hatefull deeds my loue ro thwart. 
To want yyhat one deſerues engrieues his paine, 
Becauſe ittakes away all felfe accuſing: Agd 
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And vnder kindeſt words to make diſdaine, | 
Is to a vexed ſoule too much abuſing, 


Then if t befalſe, ſuch glofing words reiraine: 
If true, O then let worth his obtaine, 


Sonnet 7. 


Her anſwere in the ſame Rimes, 


Fr your fond loue want worth and great deſare;, 

Then blame your ſelfe that you me cruell find: 
If worth alone moueecuerie noble mind, 
Why to no worth ſhould 1 my loue impart? 

| Andif theleſſe togrieue your wounded heart, 

I ſceke your dazled cies with words to blind, 


To iuſt disfauour I great fauour bind, , 
With deeds and not with words your loue to tyhartz 
the freeing of your mind from ſelfe accubng, ys 


By granting your deſarts ſhould eaſe your fone. 
Fl fince loue is your fault t'ywere ſome a uſing, - 
With bitter words Cenuenome iuſt diſdaine, 

Then if t be true;all glofing | refraine, 

If falſe, why ſhould no worth worths due obtaine? 


Ops 5, 


His farewell to bis uniznde and unconlant Miſtriss. 


I Wee, ifyou like and loue me ſill; 
And yceld me loue for my good will, 

And do no t from your promiſe ſtarr, 

When your faire hand gaue me your heart; 
If deere to you l bee; 
As you are deere to mee: 

Then yours 1 am, and will be euer, 

Nor me nor place my loye ſhall ſeuery 
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Bur faithfull till 1 will perſeuer, 1 
Like conſtant marble tone, 
Louing but you alone. 

But if you fauour moe than me, 


s . 

(Wha loue thee deere,and none but thee) 
If others do the Harueſt gaine, 
That's due to me for all my paine: 

If you delight to range, 

And oft tochopand w_ 
Then get you ſome newsfangled Mate, 
My doating loue ſhall turne to Hate, 

ceming you(though teo,too late) 
Not worth a pebble ſtone, 
Louing not me alone, 


ODE V1, 
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ef Proſopopaia,Wherein his heart ſpeakss to 
bus ſecond Ladies breaf 


Dare not in my Maiſters boſome reſt, 
That flaming £tza would to Aſhes burne me: 
Nor dare 9 ns ir, his Miſtreſſe breſt, 

The frofly Cltmare into yce would turne me, | 
So, both from her and him'I do retyre me, 
Leftth'one ſhould freeze me,and th'other ficeme, | 

j 


yVing'd with true loue,l1 flieto this ſweet Breſt, 

yVhoſe ſnow, I hope,will coole, but t'yce not turne ye, 

yVhere fire and ſnow, 1 truſt,1o tempred reſt, 

As gentle heate will warme,and yet not burne me. 
But(Odeare Breſt)from thee ile ne'te retire me, 
Whether thou coole,or warme,or freeze, or fira me, 


ODE 
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ODE V1r. 


Fpon her gining him backs the P aper wherein the 
former Song was written,as though it kad 
beene an anſwere thereunts 


Lady of matchlefſe beauty; 
When into your ſweete Boſome I delivered 
A paper,with wan tookes,and hand that quiuered 

Twixt hope, feare,loue,and duty: 
Thought you it nething elſe contain'd, 
Rar written words in Rimereſtraind? 

O then your thought abuſed was, 

My Hart cloſe wrapt therin,into your Breſt infuſed was. 


When you that Scroule reſtor'd me, 
VVith grateful words, kind grace, and ſmiling merily, 
My Breſt did ſwel with ioy,luppoling verily, 
You,anſwere did afford me. 
But finding only that 1 writ, 
Ihopp't to find my Hartin it: 
But you my hope abuſed had, 
And poiſon of deſpaire inſtead thereof infuſed had. 


VVhy,why did you torment me, 
VVith giuing back my humble Rymes ſohatefully? 
You ſhould.haue kept both hear: and paper gratefully? 
Or both you ſhould haue ſent me, 
Hope you my Heart thence to remoue 
By ſcorning me, my Lines,my Lowe? 
No,no;your hope abuſed is, 
Too deep to be remou'd ,itia your breſt infuſedis, 


O ſhall I hide or tell it: 
Deere with ſo ſpotlefſe, zealous, firme AﬀeRion, 
Iloue your Beauty, Vertue,and perfeCtion, 

As pothing caa expellis, 


Scorn e 
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Scorne till my Rimes,my Loue deſpight, 
Pull out my Heart, yea kill me quite: 
Yetwill your hate abuſed be, 


For in my very ſoule, your loue and looks infuſed be, 


ODE 8. 


Commendation of ber Beauty, Stature 
Rebauiour and wit. 


Ome there areas Faire to ſee toe: 

But by Art and not by Nature, 
Some as Tall and goodly be roo: 
But want Beauty to their Stature, 


Some haue 4p7 Kind behauour, 
But are foule,or imple Creatures; 
Some haue Wit, but want {weet faueur, 
Or are proud of their good features. 
Only you, and you want pitty 
Are moſt Fayre, Tall,Kinde,and Witty. 


MADRIGAL 6, 
To her band, vpn ber giuing kim ber g/outs 


() Hand of all hands liuing, 
The lofteſt, moiſteſt, whiteſt: 
More skild then Phoebus on a Lute in cunning: 
More th-n Minerua,witha Needle cunning; 
Then Mercury more wily, 
In ſtealing Hearts moſt flily. 


Since thou deere hand, in theft ſo much delighteſt; 
Why fall'ſt thou nuw a gluing? 

Ay me ! thy gifts are thefts,and with ſtrange Art, 

Ingiuing me thy Gloueghou ſteal'ſt my Harr, 


MADRI- 
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MADIGRAL 7. 


Cupid proued « Fencer. 


Ah CupidI miſtooke thee, 

I for an Archer,and no Fencer tooke thee, 

But as a Fencer oft faines blowes and thruſts, 
Where he intendes no harme; 
Then turnes his balefull Arme, 

And wounds that part which leaſt his foe miftruſts. 
So thou with fencing Art, 

Fayning to wound mine cies, haſt hit my hart. 


Sonnet -'$, 


Ipon ber commending(though moſt undeſeruedy) 
bus verſes to bis firft Lowe, 


PRaiſe you thoſe barren Kimes long fince compoſed? 
Which my great Louegher greater Cruelty, 
My conſtant faith ,her falſe inconſtancy, 
My praiſes ſtile, her o're praiſd worth diſcloſed, 
O.if! [lou'd a ſcorneful Dame ſo deerly : 
If my wilde yeares did yeeld ſo firme affeQtion: 
If ker Moon-beames, ſhort of your Suns perfection, 
Taught my hoars Muſe(as you ſay)to ing cleerely 
How wuch, how much ſhould | Ioue and adore you, 
Diuineſt Creature if you deign'd to loue me? 
What beauty,fortune,time ſhould eucr moue me 
In theſe Raid yeares to like ought elſe before you? 
And O! how ſhould my Muſe by youinſpited? - 
Make heauen andearth reſound your praiſe admired, 
My then greene Heat ſo brightly did enflane, 


MADRIGALE 8. 


He compares him-ſelſe to a Candle fe. 


wy Juke to the (eely flie, 


Fo the deere light I flic 
0 g of 
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Ofyour difdainfull Eyes, 
But in a diuerſe wiſe 
- Shewith the flame doth Pay, 

By night alone;and [ both night and day.. 

She to a Candlerunnes: 
I toalight,far brighterthen the Sunnes, 

She neereat hand is fired: 
I beth neere hand, and farre-away retyred, 
She fondly thinkes,nor dead,nor burnt to be, 
But I my burning and-my death foreſce. 


MADIGRAL 1z. 
Ano wers to her queſtion what L oxe was 


F I behold your Eies, 
Loue is a Paradice: 

" Burtif I'view my Hart, 
Tis an infernal ſmart, 


ODE IX. 


| Thatall other Creatures haue their abiding in 
heauen,hellgarth, ayre, water or fire, 
but he in all of them, 


In heav'n the bleſſed Angels haue their being; 
In hell the Fiends appointed to damnation. 
To men and beaſts Earth yeelds firme habitatione- 
* The wing'd Muſicians in the ayre are fleeing. 
VVith finnes the people gliding, 
Of VVater haue the enioying; 
In Fire(all elſe deftroying) 
The Salamander findes a ſtrange abiding: 
But I poore wrctch, {ince 1 did finſt aſpire; 
To loue your beauty,Beauties all excelling, 
 Hanemy ſtrange diverſe dwelling, 
Io heau'a,bell,carth,water,ayre,and Fier, 


Mine 
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Mine Eare while youdo fing,in Heau'n remaineth: 


My mind in hell,through hope and feares contention. 


Earth holds my droffy wit and dull inuention, 
Tk'ill food of airie ſighes my life ſultaineth. 
Toſtreames of teares ſtill flowing, 
My weeping Eyes areturned, 
My conitant heart is þurned 
In qtenchleſle fire within my boſome glowing, 
O foole,no more, no moreſo high aſpire : 
In Heau'n is no beauty more excelling, 
In hel no ſuch pride dwelling, 
Nor heart ſothard in carth,ayre,water,fire, 


MADIGRAL 10. 
V pon his timerons ſilence in her preſence, 


Are Louers full of fire? 
How comes it then my verſ:s are ſo cold e 
And hoy, when I am _ her, 

And fit occaſion wils me to be bold, 
The more I burne,the morel do defire, 

| The lefle I darerequire? 

* Ah Love! this 1s thy wondrous Art, 

* To freeze thetongue,and hire the heart, 


Madrigal '11, 
V pon her long abſence. 


If this moſt wretched and infernall anguiſh, 
Wherein ſo long your abſence makesme languiſh, 

My vitall ſpirits ſpending, 

Do not worke out my ending, 
Nor yet your long-expeQted ſafe returning, 
Toheawnly ioy my helliſh torments turning, 

With oy ſo ouer-fill me, 

Aspreſently it kill me: 
I will conclude, hows'euer Schooles deceaue a man, 
No Ioy,nor Sorrow,can of life bereaue a man, 


Upon 
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Vpon ſeeing bis face in bey eye, 


P4ireft and kindeſt of all woman-kind: 
| Since you did me the yndeſerued grace, 

[ In your faire Eie to ſhevwy me my badface, 
With loane Ile pay you in the ſelfe ſame kind: 
Looke in mine Eie,and I will ſhew to you, 

The faireſt face that heaucns Eie doth view, 


But the ſmall worthleſſe Glafſe of my dimmeEie, 
Scarce ſhewes the Piture of your heau'nly face 
Which yet each ſlighteſt turne doth ſtrait deface, 
But could,O could you once my heart eſpie, 
Your forme at large you there engrau'd ſhould ſee, 
VVhich,nor by Time,nor Death can razed be, 


Maarigal ” X11. 
1 Ups ber hiding ber face ſiom bim, 


Goe wayling Accents go, 
[ With my warme teares and ſcalding teares attended, 
| To th'Author of my wo, 
'1 And humbly aske her. why ſhe is offended, 
p Say Dcere,why hide you ſo, 
From him your blefled Eies, 
Where he beholds his earthly Paradiſe, 
Since he hides notfrom you 
ToHis hart,yhercin Loues heau'n you may view? 
' The 
Madrigal 13, 


V/pon her Beamty and 1 neonflancy, 


VV Foſocuerlongs to trie, 
Both Love and [ealouſie, 


My faire vnconſtant Ladie Jethim ſee: 
And he will ſoone a ical ous Louer be, 


E legies,and Madvigals. 


Then he by proofe all know , _ 

As I doe to my woe, 
How they make my poore heart at once to dwell, 
In fire and froſt, in heau' n and in hell, 


A Dialogue betweene a Lowers flaming beart, 
and bis Ladies frexen Bi eaft. | 


4 Hart, Shun not(ſweet Breaſt)to ſee me all of fire, f 

{4 Breaſt. Flie not(deere Hart)to finde me all of ſnow, 

Hart. Thy ſnow ioflames theſe flames of my deſire. 

Breaſt, And I defire, Defires ſweet flames to knove. 

Ha, Thy ſnow n'il hurt me. Br. Nor thy fire wil harme me. 

Ha.This cold wil coole me. Br. And this heate wil warme 
mes 


Hart, Take this chaſt fire to that pure virgin ſnow, 

Breaſt, Being now thus warm'd, lle nere ſeeke other fire: 
Hart. Thou giu'ſt more blifſe cha mortal harts may know, 
Breaſt. More blifſe I rake than Angels can deſire, 


Both together, 


Let one oy fill vs,as onegriefe did harme vs, 
Let one death kill vs,as one louedoth wacme vs, 


FinGIt 5. 


For what cauſe be obtaines not his Lady fawour, 


Deere,why hath my long loue,and faith ynfained, 
At your faire hands no grace at all obtained? 


I'ſt,that wy Pockehol'd face doth beanty lacke? 
No:Your ſweet Sex,ſweet beauty praiſeth: 
Ours,wit and yalour chiefly raiſeth. 

Iſt,that my musk-lefſe cloaths are plaine and blacke? 
No. What wiſe Lady lones fine _—_— : 


VVith poore-clad mindes,and rich-clad s? "ft 
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Iſt, that no coſtly gifts mine Agents are? 
No. My nn which 1 preſent you, 
Should morethen pearle or gold content you. 
Iſt, that my Verſes want inuention rare? 
No-1 was neuer skilful Poer, 
Itruly loue,and plainly ſhew it, 
Iſt,that [ vaunt, or am effeminate, 
_ Oſcornefnll vices !1abhorre you. 
Dwel ſtill in Court,the place fit for you. 

Iſt, that you feare my loue ſoone turnes to hate? 
No: Though diſdain'd,l can hate neuer, 
But lou'd, where once 1loue, loue euer. 

| 


IR, that your fauours jealous Eyes ſuppreſle? 

No: onely rertue never-ſleeping, 

Both your faire Mindes and Bodies keeping, 
Iſt, that to many moe loue profeſſe? 
-— Goddeſfle,you haue my hearts oblation, 

And no Saintelſe lippes inuocation. 


No,none of theſe:The cauſe I now diſcouer: 
No woman loues a faithfull yorthy,Louer, 


CA Quaitrain, 


IF you reward my loue with loue again, 
My bliſſe,mplife,my heau'a I willdeeme you, 
But if you proudly quite it with diſdaine, 

My curſe,my death,my hell 1 muſt cſteemeyou. 


Sonnet 10. 


Toa worthy Lord(now dead) pon preſenting 
him for a New-yeares gifr,with Class 
Commentaries and/Cornelins 
Tacitus,” 


V Orthily famous Lord,whoſe vertues rare, 
Set inthe gold of neuer Rain'd Nobility, 


And 


1d 
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And noble minde hining in true hamility, 
Make you admir & of all that vertuous are: 
If as your Sword with envy imitates 
Great Czſars Sword ia all his deeds victorious, 
So your learn'd Pen would {triue to be glorious, 
And writz your Ads perform'd in forrein States; 
Orif ſome one with the hs wit inlpir'd, 
Of matchlefle Tacitus would them hiſtorifie, 
Then Czſlars works ſo much we ſhould net glorific, 
And Tacitus would be much leſle defir'd, 
But till your ſelfe,or ſome ſuch pur them forrh, 
Accept of theſe as Piftures of your worth, , 


To SAMVEL DANIEL 
Prince of Engliſh Poets. 


F pon his three ſeueral ſorts of Poeſie. 


Lyricall, in his Sonnets. 
Tragical,in Roſamond & Cleopatra, 
Heroicall,in his Ciuill Warres, 


() Lympias matchleſſe Son, when as he kneyy 


How many crownes his fathers ſword had gain'd, 


With ſmoaking ſighs,and ye ſobs didrew, 

And his braue cheeks with ſcalding teares bedew, 
Becauſe that Kingdomes now fo few remain'd, 
Ry his vitorious Arme to be obrain'd, 


So ( Learned Danieb) when as thou did(t ſhe, 
That Spencer ext ſo farre had ſpred his fame, 

That he was Monarch deem'd of Pocke, 

Thou did it (1gefle) euen burne with icalouſie, | 
Leaſt Lawrell were not left ynough to frame, 

A nealt ſufficient for thine endleſſe Name. 


But as that Pearle of Greece, ſoone after pal ) 
In wondrous conqueſts his renownedfire, 
And others all, whoſe names by Fame are'plac't 

In higheſt fat : So hath thy Muſe furpaſt | 


Spencer 
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Spencer, and all that do with hot defire, 
To the Thunder-ſcorning Lawrel-crowne aſpire. 


And as his Empires linked force was knowne, 
When each oftthuſe chat didhis Kingdome ſhare, 

The mightieſt Kings in might,did match alone ; 

So of thy skill the greatneſſe thus is ſhowne, 
That cach of thoſe, great Poers deemed are, 
Who may in no one kiad with thee compare, 


One ſhar'd out Greece,another Aſia held, 
And fertile Egypt toa third did fall, 
But onelF rus, L all did wicld. 
So in ſoft pleaſing Lyricks ſeme ate skild, 
In Tragicke ſome, ſome in Heroicall, 


But thou alone art matchlefle in them all. 


Not equiders inuideogmiror magis. 


Three Epitaphs vpon the death of a rare 
Child of ſix yeares old. 


I 


VV" perfetion,Beauties wonder, 


Natures pride,the graces treaſure, 
Vertues hope, his friendes ſole pleaſure, 
This ſmall Marble ſtone lies ynder. 

which is often moiſt with teare s, 
Fox ſuch loſſe,in ſuch young yeares. 


, 


2 


Loue!y Boy,thou art not dead, 
But from Earth to Heauen fled, 
For baſe Earth was farre ynfit, 
For thy beauty, grace and wit. 


 Elegier,and Madrigats. 
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Thou aline on carth ſweet Boy, 
Had't an Angels wit, and face: 
And now dead,theu doſt enjoy 
Iu high Heauen an Angels place. 


An Inſcription for the Statue of Dido, 


O moſt ynhappy Dido, ; 
Vnhappy Wite,and more ynhappy Widow! 
Vnkappy in thy Mate, | 
And in thy Louer more vnfortunate, 
By treaſon th'one yas reft thee, 

By treaſon th'other left thee. 

Thar left thee meanes to flic with, 
This left thee meanes to dic with, 

The former being dead, 

From Brothers ſword thou flieſt: 

The latter being fled, 

On Louers ſword thou dyclh, 


Pin meritart,che conſeguire, 
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He demaunds pardon , for looking , loning, 


and writin 8. 


Et not (ſweet Saiat) letnot theſe lines offend you, 
Nor yet the Meſſage that theſe lines impart: 
The Meſſage my vnfained Loue doth ſend you, 
Loue,which your ſclfe hath planted in my heart. 
For beeing charm'd by the bewitching art 
Otthoſe inueagling graces which atrend you, 
Loues holy fyre makes me breath ont in part, 
The neuer-dying flames my breſt doth lend you. 


Then if my Lines offend, let Loue be blamed. 


Andifmy Loue diſpleaſe,accuſe mine Eyes: 

If mine Eyes fhnne, their fins cauſe, only lies 

Onyour brighe eyes, which baue my heart inflamed, 
Since eies,louc,lives, errethen by your dircCtion, 
Excuſe mine Etes,my Lines,and my affection, 


_ Sonnet 2, 
Lone in Inftice puniſhable onely with 
like Lone, 


"i P Us ' 


Vt if my Lines may net be heldexcuſ?d, 

Nor yet my Loue find fauour in your Eies, 

But that your Eies as Iudg-s ſhall be vſed, 

Euen of the fault which from them-ſelues doth rife, 


Yet this my humble fuite do not deſpiſe, 


Let me be iudged as | ſtand acculcd, 
It but my fault my doome do equalize, 
What er'c it be,it thall not be refuſed, | 


And 


—" Gt - hoc co CCuamSs  o@c — 


nd 
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And fince my loue alreadie is expreſled, 

And that I cannot ſtand vpon deniall, 

l freely put my ſelfe ypon wy triall, 

Let luſtice iudge me as I haue confefſed: 
For if my doome 1n iuſtice ſcales be wayed 
Withequall loue, my ioue muſt be repayed, 


Sonnet TIT, 


He cals his eaves, eyes, and heart as witneſſes of her fweete 
voice, beauty,and inward vertuous perſettions. 


pai re is thy face, and great thy wits perfeQtion, 


So faire alas, ſo hard to he expreſt, 

That if my tired Pen ſhould neuer reſt, 

It ſhould not blaze thy worth, but my affeftion 
Yet let me ſay, the Muſes make eleCtion 

Of your pure minde,there to ere their neſt, 

And that your face is ſuch a flint-hard breſt, 

By force { ter without force feeles ſubieRion, 


! Witneſſe mine eare rauiſht when you it heares, 


Witnefle mine eyes rauifht when you they lee, 

Beutie and yertuc,witneſle eyes and eares, 

In you ( ſweete Saint) haue equall ſoucraignty, 
Bur it nor eyes, nor cares can proue 1t true, 
Witneſle my heart, ther's none that equals you. 


1 How they make my poore heart at once to dyel, 


| 
' 
' 
Praiſe of her eyes, excelling all compariſons. 
e 


In fireand froſt, in heau'n and in hell. 


Sonnet TIIN, 


[| Bend my wit, but wit cannotdenilſe, 
Words ft to blaze the worth, your eyes containes, 
Whoſe nameles worth, their worthles name diſdaing, 
For they in worth exceede the name of eyes, 

Eyes they be not, but worlds in which there lies, 
More bliffe then this wide world befides containes. 
Worlds they be not, bur ſtars,yhoſe influece raignes, 
Ouer my lite an4 lifes feliciries. 


F Stars 
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Stars they be not, but Suns, whole preſence driues 
Darkneſle from night,and doth bright day impart ; 
Suns they be not,which outward keate deriues , 

| But theſe do inwardly inflame my heart, 
Since then in Earth, nor Heauen, they cqual'd are, 
1 mult confeſle they be beyond compare, 


QDE LI 


His Ladie to be condemned of ignorance 
or crweltie, 


S the is faire, ſo faithfull I, 
My ſeruice ſhe,her grace l merit, 
Her beauty doth my louc inherit, 
But Grace ſhe Joth denie, 
O knowes ſhe not how much I loue ? 
Or doth knowledge in her mone ”y 
No ſmall remorce? 
For the guilt thereof muſt lie 
Vpon one of theſe of force, 
Her ignorance, or cruelty, 


As ſhe is faire, ſocruell ſhe, 
I ſowe true loue, but reape diſdaining, 
Her pleaſure ſpringeth from my paining, 
W hich Pitties ſource ſhould be, 
Too well ſhe knowes how much 1 loue, 
Yetdoth knowledge in her moue, p 
No ſmall remorce. k 
Then the guilt thereof mult lie 
Her dined cruelty, 


As ſhe is faire, ſo were ſhe kinde: 
Or beiag crue!l, could I waver, 
Soone ſhould I, either win her fauer, 
Ora nevv Miſtreſſe finde, 
But neither our alas may be, 
Scorne in her,and louein me, 
__ $9 xedare, 
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Yet in whom moſt blame doth lie 
ludge ſhe may, if ſhe compare 
My loue vnto her crueltic, 


Sonnet V, 


Contentien of Loue and Reafon for bis beart. 


RE ſon and loue lately at ſtrife contended, 
Whoſe right it was to haue my minds protetion 
Reaſon ankle fide Natures will pretended, 
Loues title was my Miſtreſlerare perfeion, 
Ofpower to end this ſtrife,each makes eleion, 
Keaſons pretence diſcourſiue thoughts defended, 
But loue ſoone brought thoſe thoughts into ſubieion 
By beauties troopes which on my Saintdepended, 
Yet fince to rule the minde was Reaſons dutic 
On this condition it by loue was renered, 
Thatendlefle praiſe by reaſon ſhould be tendred, 
As a due tribute to her conquering beautie, 
Reaſon was pleaſde withall, and to loues royaltie 
He pledg'd my heart,as hoſtage for his loyaltic, 


Sonnet V I, 


That ſhe bath greater power over bis happineſſe and life,then 
eyther Fortune, Fate, or Stars. 
]F* Fate, my Fortune,and my ſtarres conſpire, 
[ointly to poure on me their worſt diſgrace ; 
So be gratious in your heauenly face, 
I wey not Fates, nor Starres, nor Fortunes yre, 
T'is not the influence of heauens fire, 
Hath power to make me blefſed in my race, 
Norin my happineſſe hath Fortune place, 
Nor yet can Fate my poore lifes date expire, 
Tis your faireeies my Starres all bliſſe do giue, 
T'is your diſdaine my Fate hath to kill, 
T'is you (my Fortune) make me happie liuc, 
Though Fortune, Fate, and Stars conſpire mineill, 
Then (bleſſed Saint) into your fauour take me, 


Fortune,nor Fate,nor Stars can wretchedmake me, 
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Sornet VTIHl. 
Of bis Ladies weeping. 
WH needel ſay how it doth wovnd my breſt, 


By fate to be thus rauiſht frem thine eyes 
Since your owne teares with me do Simpathize, 
Pleading with ſlow departurehere to relt? 
For when with flouds of teares they were oppreſt, 
Ouer thoſe Iuory banks they did notriſe, 
Till others enuying their felicities, £ 
Did preſſe them forth, that they might there beare reſt}: 
Some of which teares, preſt forth by violence | 
Your lips with pn. » kiting ſtraight did drinkez | 
A1.d other ſomeynwilling to part thence, | 
Inamour'd on your cheekes in them did finke, | 
And ſome which from yourface wer forc,d away, | | 
In G2ae of loue did on your garments ſtay. | 


Sonnet VIII. | | 


He paints out bis torment, 
þ 
CWeetezto my curſed life ſome fauour ſhew, X 

Or let me not ( accurft)in life remainc: 

L<tnot my ſ(enſes,ſence of life retaine, 

Since Sence doth onely yeeld me ſence of woe, 
For now mine eyes onely your frownes do know, | 

Mine eares heare nothing elle but your diſdaine, | 

My lips caſte nougkt but teares,and ſmelt is paine, | 

Baniſht your lips,where Indian Odours grow, 
And my deuoted heart your beauties flaue, 

Feeles novght but ſcorne,oppreſsions and diſtreſſe, 

Made eu'n of wretchednefle the wretched caue, 

Nay, tootoo wretched for vi1d wretchedaneſſe. 
For euen ſad ſighs, as loathing thereto reſt, 


Struggle f6r paſlage from my griefe-ſwolne breſt, 
ODE 


"_”_ 


Elegies and Madrigal, 
Opn Il, 
A Dialogue betwe ene bim and bis beart. 


With praiers oft repeated, 
Yer ſtill my loue is thwarted 


AT her faire hands, how haue l grace intreated, 
} 


* Heartlet her go,for ſhee'le not be conuerted. 


Say, ſhall ſhe goe? 
Oh no,no0,00,no,no. 


f Che is moſt faire though ſhe be marble hearted. 


How often haue my ſighs declar'd mine anguifiy 
W herein is daily anguiſh, 
Yet doth ſhe till precure it: 
Heartlet her goe, for I cannot endure it, 
Say ſhall he go, 
Oh no, no, no, 80, no, 
She gauethe wound,and the alone mult cure it» 


The trickling teares that downe my eheckes haue flowed, 
My life have often ſhewed: ' 
Yet ſtill vokindI proue her : 
Heart let her goe, for nought I doe can moue bes. 
ys ſhall ſhe go, * 
Oh no, no, no, no, no; 


| Though meſhe bates Icannotchuſe but louc her. 


But (hall till a true affeRion owe her 
Which praiers, fighs, teares do ſhew het, 
And ſhall ſhe ſtill diſdaine me? 
Heart let her go, if they no grace can giue me, 
Say, ſhall ſhe go ? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no, 
She made me hers, and hers ſhe will retaine me» 


But ifthe loue that hath, and ſtill doth burne me, 
No loueat length returne me: 
Out of my thoughts ile ſet her: 
Heat lether go,oh heart, I pray thee let her: 
F 3 Say 
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Say, ſhall ſhe goe ? 
Oh! no,no, no,no,no- 
Fixt in the heart, how can the heart forget her? 


Butif I weepe and ſigh, and often waile me, 
Till reares, fghs, praiers faile me, 
Shall yet my Loue preſeruer? 
Heart let her go,if ſhe will right thee neuer, 
Say, ſhallſhegoe ? 
Oh !no,no,no,no, nos 
Teares,fighs,praiers faile,but true lone laſteth guer. 


Sonnet VII. 
His ſighs and teares are bootleſſe. 


haue intreated, and 1 haue complained, 

I haue diſprail'd,and praiſe 1 likewiſe gaue, 
All meanes to win her grace] tried haue, 
And ſtill I Toue, and (HIL am difdained, 

So long Hhaue my tongue and Pen conſtrained, 
To praiſe,diſpraiſe,complaine, and pittie craue, 
That now nor tongue,nor Pen,to me her flaue 
Remaines,whereby her grace may be obtained, 

Yet you ( my fighs) may purchaſe me reliefe, 

And ye(my teares) her rockich:art may moue: 
Therefore my ſighs figh in her eare my ag 
And in her heart my teares imprintmy loue. 

Fat ceaſe vaine ſighs, ceaſegceaſe ye fruitlefle teares, 


Teares cannot pierce h:rheart,nor ſighs her cares. 
A 


Sonnet VIII, 


Ber beautie maies bim live enen in deſparre. 


Ounded withgriefe, I weepe,and figh,and paine, 


VV te neither plainrs, nor ſighs,nor teares do good, 
But all in yaine 1 ſtrive againſt the floud, 
Gaining but griefe for griefe, and painefor paine, 

Yet though in vaine my teares my cheekes diſtaine: 


t 
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Elegves, and Madriguls. 205 
Leauing ingrauen ſorrow where they ſtood 


Andthough my fighs conſuming vp my bloud, 
For loue deſeru'd,reape yndeſeru'd dildaine? 


| And thoughin vaine | know 1 beg remorce 


At your remorceleſle heart more hard then ſtcele, 

Yet ſuch(alas ) ſuch is your beauties force, 

Charming my ſence,that though this hell I teele, 
Thoughneither plaints,nor fighs nor tears can moue you, 
Yer muſt I ſtill perkiſt ever to Joue you. 


Sonnet IX, 
' Why ber lips) celd bim no words of comfort. 


'0]z doe 1 plaine, and ſhe my plants doth reed, 

Which in blacke colours do paint forth my woe, 
So that of force ſhe muſt my ſorow know? 

And know, for her diſdaine my heart doth bleed, 

And knowledge mult of force ſqme pittie breed, 

Which makes me hope, ſhe will ſome fauour ſhow 
And from her ſugred lips cauſe comfort flovy 

Into miuceares my heart with ioy to feed: 

Yet thouzh ſhe reads, and reading knowes my eriefe 
And knowledge moues her pittie my diſtreſle, 
Yet do her lips, ſweet lips yeeld no reliete, 

Much do I muſe, but find no cauſe in this, 
That in her lips, her heauenly lips that blifle them, 
Her words loth thence to parr, ſtay there to kiſſe thera, 


Sonnet X, 
Compariſon of bis heart to a tempeſt beaten Ship. 


| # Ike a Sea-tofled Barke with tackling ſpent, 
And (lars obſeur'd his watrie iournies guide, 
By loud tempeſtuous winds and raging tide, 
From waue to waut with dreadfull fury ſeat, 
Fares my poore heart, my heart-ſtrings being rene, 
And quite diſabled your fierce wrath to bide, 
SIRce your fairecies my ſtars themſcJues do hide, 
Clouding their light in frownes and diſcontent: 
For from your frowhes do ſpting my fighs and teares, 
: F 4 Teares 
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Teares flow like ſeas, and fighs like windes do blore 
Whoſe toyned rage molt yiolent?y beares 
My tempeſt beaten hcartfrom woe to woe, 

And if your eyes ſhine nor that | may ſhugit, | 

Oa rocke, deſpaite,my fi_hs, and rzares wil rucir, 


ELEGIE 
To bis Ladie, why bad vowed virgn:ty. 


& 
þ Vo as my hand my Pen aud Paper laies, 

My trembling hand, my Pen from Paper ſtaies, 
Leſt that thice etes whick ſhining made me loue you, 
Should ftrowning on my ſure bid ceaſe to moue you, 
So that Itcare like one at his wits end, 

Hoping to gaine, and fearing to offend, 

Wat picalerh hope, the ſame deſpaire miſlikes, 

What hope ſets downe,thoſc lines deſparre out itrikes, 

So that my nurſing murthering Pea affords, | 
A graue and cradle to my new-dorne words. 

But whil it lice clouds tolt vp and downe the aire, 

I racked hang t'yixt hope and ſad deſpaiie, 

Deſpaire is beaten vanquiſht from the held, 

And vato congq'ring hope iy heart doth y ecld, 

For if that Na:ure loue to beauty off: rs, 

And Beauty ſhunne the loue that nature proflers: 
1Mhen.,cither yaiult beauty 1s too blame, 

With ſcorne to quench a lawtuil kindled lame, 

Orelle vulawtully if loue we muſt, 

And be vnlou'd, then nature is vniuſt, _ 

V:aiultly thea nature hath hearts created, 

There to loue moſt, where molt their loue is hated, 

And flattering them with a f2i: e-leeming 11, | 
To poylon them with beauties ſugred Pull, 


7 
Thinke you that beauties admiratlc worth 
Was to noend,oridle end brought forth? f 


a No no,from nature neuer deed did palle, 


But it by wiſcdomes hand {ubicribed was. F 
But you in vaiueare faire, if faue, not viewed, Fe | 
r 


Elegies,and Madrigals. 


Or being ſeene, mens he2rts be not ſubdued, 


Or ma ing each mans heart your beauties thrall, 


* Yoube enioyed of no one atall. 

For as the Lions ſtrength to ſeize his pray, 

And fearefull hearts light-foote to runne away, 
| Areas an idle talent bur abuſed, 

'Z And fruitlefſe had, if had, they be not vſed. 

* Soyouin vaine hauc beauties bonds to ſhew, 
By which, mens eyes engag'd hearts doc owe, 
If time ſhall cancell them before you gaine 
Th'indebred tribute to your beauties raigne. 


8 
But if (theſe reaſons being vainely ſpent) 
You fight it out to the laſt argument, 
Tell me but how one body can encloſe, 
As louing friends two deadly hating foes? 
But when as contraries are mixt together, 
The colouc made, doth differ much from either, 
Whilſt mutually at ſtrife they doe impeach 
The grofle and lultre proper vnto _—_ 
So, where one bodie ioyntly doth inucſt 
An Angels face, and cruell Tigers breſt, 
There dieth both alleageance and command, 
For ſelfe-deuided kingdomes cannor ſtand. 
But as a child that knowes not what is what, 
Now craucth this, and now affeCteth that, ' 
And hauing weighs not that whichthe requires. 
But is »npleaſde,cuen in his pleaſde defires, 
Chaſte Beaurie fo, both will, and will not haue 
The ſelfe. ſame thing it chi{diſhly doth craue; 
And wanten-like,now loue, now hate affcethss 


9 

And Toue or hate obtaia'd as faſt regl:Reth, 
So (like the web Penelope did weaue, 
Which made by day,ſhe did at night vnreaue) 
Fruitleſſe affetions, endlefle threed is punne, 
At one ſelfe inflant twiſted, and vndone, 
Nor yet is this chaſte beauties greateſt ill, 
For where it ſpeaketh faire, it there doth kills 
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708 Sonnets, Oats, 


A marble heart vnder an amorous looke, 

Is of a flattering baitethe murthering hooke : 

For from a Ladies ſhining-frowning Eies, 

Deaths ſable dart,and Cupids arrow flies, 

0 

Since then,fromChaſtitie and Beauty ſpring, 
Such muddy ſtreames, where each doth reigne as king: 
Let tyrant chaflities vſurped throne, 

Be made the ſeate of beauties grace alone? 

And let your beautie be with this ſuffiz'd, 
Raze not my heart, nor to your beauty r:iſe, 
Bloud-guilded Trophees of your beauties praiſe: 
For wileſt conquerors doe townes defire, = 
On honourable termeszand not with fire, 


Sonnet XI, 


That be cannot leaue to louegtbough commancled. 


H Ow can my loue in equity be blamed, 
Still to importune though it ne're obtaine, | 

Since though her face and yoice will me refraine, 
Yet by her voice andface I am inflamed? 

For when (alas) her face with frownes is framed, 
To kill my loue, but to reuiue my paine : | 
And when her voice commands, but all in yaine, | 
That loue both leaue to be,and to be named: 

Her Syren voice doth ſuch enchantment moue, | 
And though ſhe frowne, eu'n froynes ſo louely make | 
That I of force am forced ſtill to loue, (her | 
Since that 1 muſt,and-yer:cannot forſake her, 

My fruitleſle. praiers ſhall ceaſe in yaine to move hex, 

But my deuoted heart ne're ceaſe to loue her, 


Sonnet XIT, 


. Be deſires leawe to write of bis lowe. | 


M Vit my deuoted heart deſiſt to loue her? 
No: louec I may, but 1 may notconfeſfe it, 


V\ hat 


—_ hn. AMS oe en 
o 


Flegies and Madriga's, fog 


What harJer thing than loue,and yetdeprelfe ite 
Louz molt conceal'd,doth moſt it ſelfe diſcoucr. 
Had 1 no Pento ſhew that Iapproue her, ; 

Were 1 tong-tide that I might not addrefle1e, 

1a plaints and Prair's vofained toexprefle it, 

Yet could | not my deepe affection ceyer. 

Had I no Pen,my very teares would ſhew it, 
Which write my true affe&tion in my face. 

Were I tozg-tide,my ſighs would make her know it, 

Which witnes that I grieue at my diſgrace, 
Since then, though filent, I my loue diſcouer, « 
Olet my pen haue leaue to ſay, Lloue hex! 


L = — 


Quid pluma lenius? Puluir. Quid pulnere? Ventus, 
nid vento? Mulier, Quid muliere, Nohil, 


Tranſlated thus, 
DYC is lighter than a feather, 
And the winde more light than either: 


Buta womans fickle minde, 
More than Feather, Duſt, or Winde. 


W. D. 
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Sonnets, Odes, Elegies, and 
other Poe(t es, 


Ten Sonnets by T. Ww. 


A Dialogue betweene the Lower 
and his beart. 


CRY gentle heart, where is thy dwelling place, 
with her whoſe bi»th the heaueEs thcſelues haue bleſt 
L What dott thou there? H.Sometimes Lehold her fice, 
Aud lodge ſometimes within her chriſtall breſt. 
 L She cold,thou hor,how can you then agree? 

H Not nature now, butloue doth gourrne mee, 


L. With her wilt thou remaine, and let me die? 
H.If 1 returne,yve both thall die for griefe. 
L.If fill thou ſtay, what ſhall I get thereby? 
H.lle moue her heartto purchaſe thy reliefe, 
L. What if her heart be hard, aud flop his cares? 
H. 11: figh atoud,and mak: him foft with teares. 


L, If that preuatle,wilt thou returne from thence?, 

H, Not 1 alone, my heart ſhall come with me. 

L. Then will you both live vader my -— 4 

H. So long as lite will let ys bothagr 
L.Why then dcſpaire, go packe thee '» OED aways 
Ll:ue in hope to hauc a bappy day, 


eA 


I 12 | Sonnets, 


A Dialogue betweene a 
Lower, Death, and Loue. 


I 04er, 
C Ome,gentle Death.D. Who cals:L.One that's oppreſ, 
D. W hat is thy wil? L.That thou abridge my woe, 
By cutting off my life. D, Ceaſe thy requelt, 
] cannot kill thee yet. L, Alas why ſo ? 
D, Thou want'ſt thy heart. L.who ſtole that ſame away? 
D.Loue whom thou ſeru'ſt, entreat him if thou may. 


Loney. 


C Ome Cupid come. ©. Who calleth me ſo oft? 
L.Thy vaſſall true wh6 thou ſhouldſt know by right, 

C What makes thy crie ſo faint? L. My voice is ſoft, 

Quite broke and ſpent with crying day 2nd night, 

C. Why then what's thy requeſt, L, That thou reſtore 

To mee my heart,and fteale the ſame no more, 


And thou O Death when T poſſefle my heart, 

Diſpatch me thenat once. D. Alas why ſor 

L. By promiſe thou art bound to end my fmart. 

D. But if thy heartreturne,then what's thy woe? 
D, That broughtfrom froft, it neuer will defire 
To rcft with me: that am more hot rhen fire. 


T hat time hath no power to end 


or diminiſh his louc. 


Ime waftth yearcs,and months,and daies,8& houres 

T Time doth conſume,fame,riches,wit,and ftrenzth, 
Time kils the greeneſt herbes, and ſweeteſt flowers, 
Time weares out youth, aid Beanties pride atlength, 
Time maketh euery rree&to'die and rat: * 
Time turneth oft ourpleaſures into paine, 
Time cauſeth warres,and wrongs to be forgot, 
Time cleares the skie that fiult hung full of raine. _ 
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Sonnets. I13 


Time brings to noughtthe mightieſt Princes ſtate, 
Time brings a floud from new reſolued ſnow, 
Time calmes the Sea where tempelts roared late, 
Time eates whatſo'ere the Moonedoth ſee below: 
Yet ſhall no time vpon my heart prevalle, 
Nor any time ſhall make my loue to faile. 


Lonues Hyperboles. 


JF Loue had loſt his ſhafts, and Iouedowne threve 
His thunder- bolts, or ſpent his forked fire, 

They onely might recou'red be anevy 

From out my heart croſſe-wonnded with defire. 
Or if debate by Mars were loſt a ſpace, 
It might be found within the ſelfe ſame place, 


[F Neptunes waues were all dried vp and gone, 
My weeping eyes ſo many teares diſtiJ], 

That greater ſeas might grow by them alone: 

Or it no flame were yet remaining ſtill. 
In Vulcans forge,he might from out my breſt 
Make choice of ſuch as ſhould befit him beſt, 


JF Aeole were depriued of his charge, 

Yet ſoone could I reſtore his winds againe, 
By ſobbing fighs which forth 1 blow atlarge, 
To moue her minde that pleaſures in my paine, 

What man but conld thus encline his will, 

To liue ig loue, thathath no end of 17 


An Jnuefine againſt Lone. 


],Oue is a ſowre delight, a ſugred griefe, 
Aliuing death, an ever-dying life. 
A breath of realons law, a ſecrer thiefe 
Aſea of teares, an euerlaſting ſtrife, 
A baite for fooles, a ſcourge of noble wits, 
A deadly wound, a ſbot that cucr hics, 


Lows 
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114 
Louec 1s a blinded god, a way-ward boy, 

A laborinth of doubts, an idle luſt, 

Aſlaue of beauties will, a witlefle toy, 

A rauenous bird, a tyrant mwlt vniult. 

A burning heate in froft, a flattering foe, 
A private hell, 2 very world of woe, 


Yet mightie Loue regard not what I ſay, 
Who ina trance do lie, reft of my wits 
Bur blame the light that leads me thus aſtray, 


And rakes my agus thus rauc by tranticke fits, 


Yethurr me not, leſt I ſuſtaine the ſmart, 
Which am cqntent ro lodge her in my heart, 


Petrarks Sonnet tran ſlated- 


Pace #0 trouo, & non ho da far tueras 


l Toy not Peaczwhere yet no warre is found, 
I feare and hope, 1 butne, yer freeze withall, 
I mountto heauen, yet lie ſtil] on the ground, 
I nothing hold, yer I compaſle all. 
I line her boad, which neither is my foe, 
Nor friend,nor holds me faft,nor lets me goe, 


Loue will not that I liue,norlet me die, 


" Norlocks me faſt, nor luffers me ro cape, 


I went both eyes and tongue, yer ſee I crie, 

I wiſh for death, yet after helpe I gape. 
I hate my ſelfe, yet loue another wight, 
And feede on gricte in licu of fweer delight- 


Arſelfe ſame time,1 both tament and oy, 
ſtill am pleaſ'd,and yer diſpleaſed ſti: 
Loue ſometimes ſeemes a God, ſometimes a Boy, 
Sometimes | ſinke, ſometimes 1ſwim artwill. 
T yixt death and life, ſmall difference | make, 
AP this-(dcere Dame) endure 1for thy ſake, 


He 


Sopcts. 


He proues himſelfe to endure the 


I15 


helliſh corments of Tantalus, Ixion, Ti- 


tus , Siſyphus and the Re- 


l:des. 


N that I thirſt forſucha Goddefle grace, 
As wants remorſe, like Tantalus 1 die, 
My ſtate is equall to Ixions caſe, 

Whoſe mangled lims are turn'd continually, 
In that my rowling toiles can hauenoend, 


Nor loue,nor time,nor chance will Rand my fricnd, 


] N that my heart conſuming neuer dies, 
| feele with Titius an equall paine, 
' Vpon whole heart a vulture feeding lies, 
Ia that | riſe through hope, and fall agwne, 
By feare like Siſyphus [labour Rill 
To turne a rowling itone agaiaſt a kill, 


IN that 1 make my vowes to her alone, 


Whoſe tearcs are deafe, and will retaine no ſound, 


With Belides my ſtate is all but one, 
Which fill a Tub whoſe bottome is not ſound. 


Thus in my heart fince loue therein did dwell 


Are all the torments to be found of hell, 


Lowes diſcommodities, 


WAY Here heate of Joue doth once poſſeſſe the heart, 
There cares oppreſle the minde with wonders ill, 


Wit runs awry not fearing furure ſmart, 

And fond defire doth oucrmaſter WHll, 
The belly neither car2s for meate nor driake, 
' Nor ouerewatched eyes defire to winke, 


þ©or-ſteps are falſe,and waucriag too and fro: 


The pleaſing flower of Beauty fades away, 
Reaſon retires,and pleature brings in woe, 


And wiſcdome yecidetb place to blacke decay. 


Counſel 
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116 Sonnets, 


Counſel and fame,and friendſhip,are contemn'd, 
And baſhful ſhame,and Gods themſelues condemn'd+ 


VV atchfullſuſpeRis linked with deſpaire, 
Inconſtant hope is often drown'din feares, 
W har folly hurrs, Fortune cannot repaire, 
And miſerie doth ſwim in ſeas of teares. 
Long vle of life is but a lingring foe, 
And gentle death is onely end of woe, 


Mlegory of his Loue t0 a 
| Ship, 

He Souldier worne with wars deizghts in peace, 

The Pilgrime in his eaſe wheh toyles are paſt, 
The ſhip to gaine the Port,when ſtormes doe ceaſe, 
AndI reioyce d:\chargd'd from louz at lalt. 
whom while I ſcru'd,peace,reſt,and land I loſt, 
With wars,with toiles,vith ocms, worne,tir'd,& toſt, 


CWeet liberty now giues me lcaue to ling, 
What world it was,where loue the rule did beare, 
How fooliſh Chaunce by lots rul'd eu'ry thing, 
How Error was man: laile,each waue a teare. 
The maſter loue himſelft,deepe lighes were winde, 
Cares row'de with vowes,the Ship a penſiue mind. 


Fall hope the healme, oft turn'd the ſhip abour, 
And conſtant fatth ſtood yp tor middle malt, 
 Deſpairethe Cable twiſted all with doubr, 
Helde griping griefe the piked Anchor faſt, 
Beauty was all the rocks, bur 1 at laft. 
Haue gain'd the Port,and now my lout is paſt, 


Exe erthtion of his paſſed lowe, 


Curſe the time, wherein theſe lips of mine, 

Did pray or praiſe the Dame that was vnkind, 
Icurſe my Inke,my Paper;and eachlinz, 
My hand hath writ in hope topleaſe her mind; -- ' 


1 curſe her hollow heart,and flattering eyes, 
W hoſe ſhe deceits did cauſe my mourning cries. 


| Curſe the ſugred ſpeech and Syrenes ſong, 
Wherewith 19 oft ſhe hath bewitcht mine care 2 
1 Curſe my fooliſh will that ſtaid ſo long 
And toske delight to bide twixt hope and feare: 
I curſe the howre,wherein | firſt began, 
By louing lookes to proue a witlefle man, 


Curſe thoſe daies which Ihaue ſpent in vaine 
In louing one vngratefull and vnkind, 
I curſe the bow and ſhafts that bred my paine, 
And Loue I curſe that Archer nak'd and blind. 
But or, that howre that my fond loue did end, 
Millions of bleflings I will euer ſpend. 


FINIS. T. VVþ 


A Sonnet of the Sunne: A Iewell,being a 
Sunne-ſhining vpon the Marigold cloſedin a 
heart of gold ſent to his Miſtreſſe 14- 

med Mary. 


'. He Sunnedoth make the Marigolde to floyriſh, 
The Sunnes departure makes it droupe againe, 

So golden Maties fight,my 1oyes doe nouriſh, 

Rut by her abſence all my1oyesareſlaine, 

The Sun,the Marigold makes live and die, 

By herthe Sun-ſhines brighter,ſo may 1, 

Her ſmiles doe gladthe Sunne,and light the ayre, 

Reuiue my heart, and cleare the _— zkie, 

Her frownes the ayre make darke the Sunneto lowre, 

The Marigold on heart to die, 

By her the Sun,the flowre,the ayre,andT, 

Shine and darken,ſpread,and clole,liue and die, 

You are the Sunne, you are the golden Mary, 


Paſſing the Sunne in brightnefle, gold in powre: 
lam 
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"Three Sonnets for a Proeme to the Pocms 


18 A Sonnet of the Moone. 


I am the lowre whom you doe make to vary, 
Flowriſh when you ſmile,droupe when you doe lowre. 
Oh ler this heart of gold,Sunn,and flowre, 
Still liue,ſhine,and ſpring in your hearts bowre. 
Cha. Beſt. 


A Sonnet of the Moone, 
] Ooke how the pale Queene of the filent night, 
Doth cauſe the Ocean to attend vpon her, 
And heaslongas ſheis in his ſight, 
With his full tide 1s ready ker to honour: 
But when the filuer wagon ofthe Moone 
Is mounted vp fo high he cannot follow, 
The ſea cals home his cryſtall rvaues to moue, 
And with low ebbe doth manifeſt his ſorrovy: 
So you that are the ſoueraigne of my heart, 
Haue all my ioyes attending on your will, 
My igyes low ebbing when you doe depart. 
When you returne,their tide my heart doth filL 
So as you come,and as you doe depart 


Ioyes cbbe and flow within my tender heart- 
Cha. Beſt. 


following. 
T hat lone onely made him a Peet ,and that all forts of 
verſes,bath in rime and meaſure, agree with his 


Lady. 
Sonnet I, 


Come men they ſay,are Poets borne by kind, 
And ſucke that Science from their mothers breaſt, 
An eaſe art thatcomes with ſo great reſt, 
And happy men to ſo good hap aſſignde, 
In ſome deſire of prai Readonres the minde, 
To clime with paine Parnaſſus double crett; 
Some hope of rich rewardes hath ſo pofleſt. 
That gold io Caitell ſands,they ſeeke to find- 
Me,neither nature hath a Peetmade, 
Nor loue of glory mou'de to learnie the trade, 


Nor 


» andother Poeſies. 


Nor thirſt of golde perſwaded me to write} 

For Natures graces are too finefor me, 

Praiſe likethe Peacock prides her ſelfe to ſee, 
Deſire of gaine the baſcſt mindes delight. 


Sonnet 2%. 


VV Hr mou'de me then?ſay Loue, for thou canſt tell; | 


Of theeLlearn'd this skill,if skill Thaue. 
Thou knoweſt the Muſe, whoſe helpe Ialwaics craue, 
Is none of thoſe that on Parnaſſus dwell, 
My muſe is ſuch as doth them all excell, 
They all to her alone their cunning gaue, 
Tofing,to dance,to play,to make ſo braue: 
Thrice threcfolde graces her alone befel!, 
Frem her doe flow the ſtreames that water me, 
Here is the praiſe,ifI a Poet be, 
Her enely looke both will and skill doth giue, 
W hat maruell then if I thaſe lawes refuſe, 
Which other Poets in their making vie, 

Since by her looks Iwrite,by which I liue? 


Sonnet 3, 


T Hus am Ifree ftom lawes that other binde, 
Who diuers verſe to diuers matter frame, 
All kinde of Stiles doe ſerue my Ladies name, 
What they inall the world,in her I finde, 

The lofty yerſe doth ſhew her noble minde, 

By which ſhe quencheth loues enraged flame: 
Sweet Liricks ſing her heauenly beauties fame, 
Th? tender Elege ſpeakes herpitty kinde, 


| In mournefull Tragicke verſe for her 1 die, 

In Comicke ſhe reutues me with hec eye, 

, All ſerue my Goddeſle both for mirth and mone, * 
Each looke the caſts doth breed beth peace and ſtrife, 
Each word ſhe ſpeakes doth cauſe both death and life, 

Out of my (clic Iliue in her alone, 


OED 


Sonnets, Oats, 


ODE. 
twhere his Lady heepes his heart , 


VVeet Loue, mine onely treaſure, 
For ſeruice long vnfained, 
VVherein I nought haue gained, 
Vouchſafe this little pleaſure, 
To tell mein what part, 
My Lady keepes my heart, 


If in her haire fo ſlender, 
Like golden nets varwined, 
V Vhich fire and art haue fined, 
Her thrall my heart I render, 
| For euer to abide 
| VVith locks ſo dainty tide, 


If in her eyes ſhe binde it, 
VVherein that fire was framed, 
By which it is inflamed, 
I darenot looke to finde it: 

I onely with it fight, 

To ſec that pleaſant light, 


But if her breaſt haue dained 

With kindneſle to receiue it, 

I am content to leaue it, 

Though death thereby were gained. 
Then Lady take your owne, 
That lives for you alone. 


To her eJes, 
Fine would [ learne of thee thou murth'ring Eye, 
Whether thy glance be fire,or elſe a dart: 
For with thy looke in flames thou mak't the frie, 
And with the ſame thou ftrik'it me to the hart, 
Pierſt with thy lookes 1 burne in fire, 
And yet thoſe lookes I till defire: 


ard other Poeſies 
The Blie that buzzeth round about the flame 


Knowes not(pooreſoule)ſhe gets her death thereby, 


I ſee my death,and ſeeing ſeeke the ſame, 

Andſecking,finde,and fndin g.chuſe to die, 
That when thy lookes my life haue Dine, 
Thy lookes may giue me life againe, 


Turne then to me thoſe ſparkling Eyes of thine, 
And with theirfiery glances pierce myhart, 
Quench not my light, leaſt I indarkeneſfle pine, 
Strike deepe and ſpare not, pleaſant is the ſmart. 
So by thy lookes mylife de ſpilt, 
Kill meas often as thou wilt. 


ODE 2. 


T he more fanonr hee obtaines,the more be 


deſires. 


S ſoone may water wipe me dry, 
A And fire = heate allay, M 
As you with fauour of your eye, 
Make hot deſire decay, 

The more 1 haue, 

The morel craue: 
The more Icraue,the more defire, 
As piles of wood encreaſe the fire, 


The ſenſelefle ſtone that from one hie 
Deſcends to Earth belovy, 
With greater haſt it ſelfe doth ply, 
The lefle it hath togoe, 
So feeles deſire 
Encreale offire, 
That ſtill with greater force doth burne, 
Till all 1oto it ſelfe it rurne. 


The greater fauouryou beſtow, 
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The ſweeter my delight: 

And by delight defire doth grow, 
And growing gathers might, 
The lelle remwines, 

The more my paines, 
To ſee my ſelfe ſo neare the brinke, 
And yet my fill Icannot drinke, 


Lome the onely price 0 f loue. 


TH faireſt Pearles that Northerne Seas do breed, 

For precious ſtones from eaſterne coaſts ace ſold. 
Ncught yeelds the earth that from exchange is freed, 
Gold values all,and all things value Gold, 


Where goodnefle wants an equall change to make, 


There greatneſle ſcrues,or number place doth take. 


No mortall thing can beare ſohigh a price, 
But that with mortal] thing it may be bought, 
The corne of Sicill buies the Weſterne ſpice, 
French wine of ys,of them our cloth is ſought- 
No pearles, no gold,no ſtones,no corne no ſpice. ' 
No cloth, no wine,of louccan pay tke price, 


What thing is ſoue, which nought can counteruaile? 
Nought ſaue it ſelfe,eu'n ſuch a thing is loue. 
All worldly wealth in worthas far doth faile, 
As loweſt earth doth yeeld to heau'n aboue. 
Diuine is loue,and ſcorneth worldly pelfe, 
And can be bought with nothing, bur with ſclfe. 


Snch is the price my louing heart would pay, 

Such 1s the pay thy loue doth claime as due. 

Thy due is which [ (poore 1) aflay, 

In yaine affay to quite with friendſhip true: 
True is my loue,and true ſhall euer be, 
And trueclt loue is farre too baſe for thee. 


Loue but thy ſelfe,and loue thy ſelfe alone, 
For ſauc thy ſelfe, none can thy loue require: 


ce, 


and other Po:ſier. 


All mine thou haft,bue all as good as none, 
My ſmall deſart muſt take a lower flight. 
Yet if thou wilt youchſafe my heart ſach blſſe, 


Accept it for thy priſoner as 1t 18, 


His beart arraigned of theft,and acquitted. 


Y heart was found within my Ladies breſt, 
Cloſe coucht for feare that no man might him ſee; 
On whom ſuſpe&did ſerue a —_ arreſt, 


And Felon-like he muſt arraigned 


What could he meane ſo cloſely there to ſtay, 
Bur by deceit to ſteale her keart away? 


The bench was ſer, the Priſoner forth was brought, 
My Miſtreſſe ſelfe. chiefe Iudge to heare the cauſe: 
Th'enditement read, by which his bloud was ſought, 
That he (poore heart) by ſtealth had broke the laws: 
His Plea was ſuch as each man might deſcrie, 
For grace and truth were read.inneither eye, 


Yet forc'd to ſpeake,his farther Plea was this, 
That ſorepurſu'de by me that ſought his bloud, 
Recauſc ſo oft his preſence I did miſſe, 
Whilſt as he ſaid, bhebour'd for my good: 
He void of helpe to haye his harmes redreſt, 
Tooke ſanRuary in her ſacred breft, ' 


The gentle Tadge that ſave his true intene, 

And that his cauſe did touch her honour neee, 

Sincehe from me toher for ſuccour went: | 

That ruth migh raigne, where rigour did appeare, 
Gaue ſentence thus : that ifhe there would bide, 
That place was made, a guilclefle heart to hide, 


MADRIGAL 1, 


T *ine eyes ſo bright 
Bereft my fight, - . 

When firſt I viewedihy face. 
- Sonow my light 
1s turndxo gight, 
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I tray from place to = . 
Then guide me of thy kindneſle, 
S0 ſhall 1 blefle my blindneſle, 


Phalenciah I, 


Ime nor place did I want,what held me tongride? 
T What charmes,what magica'l abuſed Altars? 
Wherefore wiſht I ſo oft that houre vnhappy, 

When with freedome I might recount my torments, 
And plead for remedy by true lamenting” 

Dumbe. nay dead in a trance I ſtood amazed, 

When thoſe lookes 1 beheld that late Llong'd for: 
No ſpeech,no memery,no life remained, 

Now ſpeech pratcth apace,my griefe bewraying, | 

Now bootleſſe memory my plaines remembreth, . 
Now life moueth againe,but all auailes not. þ 

Spec", life, and memory die altogether, 
With,ſpecch,life, memory, loue onely dies not, 


_— 


Deadly Sweetneſſe, 


CWeere thoughts, the foode on Thich I feeding ſterue, 

Sweete tcares,the drinke that more augmers my thick, 

Sw-ete eyes the ſtars by which my courſe doth ſwerue, 

$weere hop* my death, which waſt my life ar firſt. 
Sweerte thoughts, ſweetteares,ſweethope,Grweet eyes, 
H6w chance that death in ſweetnefle lies? 


Maarigall IT, 
 Verballlowe. 


IF loue be madeof words, as woods of trezs, 
Who more belou'd then 1? 
If loue behot where true defire doth freeze, 
W ho more then ſhe doth frie? 
Atedroanes that'make no hony counted Bees? 
Is running water drie? 


87 


_— 


and other Poeſies. 


Is that a gaivefull trade that has no fees? 
He liue, that dead dorh lie 
Whatelſe but blinde ishe, chat nothing ſces, 
But deate that heares no cry: | 
Such is her vowed loue to me, 
Yet mult 1 thinke it true to be, 


Ladies eyes, ſerue Cupid both for Darts and Fire, 


Fre have Tmuſ'd the cauſe to finde, 
Why loue in Ladies eyes doth dyyell : 
1 thought, becauſe himſelfe was blinde, 
He looke that they ſhould guide him well. 
And (ace his hope burſeldome failes, 
Forloue by Ladies eyes preuailes, 


But time, at laſt,hath raughe me wit, 

AlchoughTI bought my wit full deere, 

For by her eyes my heart is hit, 

Deepeis the wound, though none appeare, 
Their glancing beames as darts he throwes, 
And ſure he hath no ſhafts but thoſe, 


I muſde to ſee their eyes ſo bright, 
And little thought they had beene fire, 
I gazde vpon them with delight, 
But that delight hath bred deſire, 
What better place caq loue require, 
Than that where grow both ſhafts and fire? 


Lewes Contrarieties, 


= ſometimes amids my greateſl griefe, 
ot for delight, for that long ſince is fled, 
Deſpaire did thur the gate again|t relicfe, 
When loue ac firſt, of death che ſentence read, 
But yet I ſmile ſometimes in midſt of paine, 
To thinke what toyes doe tofle my troubled head 


. How moſt I wiſh, that moſt I hould refraine, 


G 2 
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And ſeekethe thing that leaſt Iloag to finde, 
And finde the wound by which my heart is ſlaine, 
Yet want both skill and will to eaſe my minde, 
Againſt my will [ burne with free conſent, 

I ue in paine,and in my paine delight, 

I cric for death, yetamto live content, | 
I hate theday. yet neuer wifh for night, / 
I freeze for cold,and yet refraine the fire: 
I long to (ce, and yet [ ſhunne her ſight, 

T ſcald in Sunne,and yet no ſhade dehre, 
I live by death ,and yet 1wifh to die, 

I feele no hurt,and yetfor helpe enquire, 
I die by life,and yet my life defie. © 


Hem, cogor votineſcins eſſe mei, 


Ovs III. 
Deſire and hope, 


| Eire and Hope haue mou'd my minde, 
| To ſec ke for that I cannot finde, 
Aſſured faith in woman-kinde, 

And loue with loue rewarded: 
Selfe-loue,all but himſelte diſdainzs, 
SuſpeQt as chiefelt yertne raignes, 

Defire of change vnchang'd 1emaines. D 

So light 15 lore regarded, F 


True friendſhip is a naked name, 

That idle braines in paſtime frame, 

Extremes are alwaies worthy blame, 
Enough 13 common kindnefle, 


| What flouds of tezres do loyers ſpend? 
What ſighes from out theis hearts chey ſend? 
How many may,and will not mend? . 
| Loue is 2 wilfull blindneſle. 
| Whartis the loue they ſo defire ? 
| Like loue for loue,and equall fires 


, 
' 
a. 
. 
— — 


Good 


and other Pocſies. 


7 Good loumg wormes;which loue require, 


And know not when they haueir. 
K loue in words? faire words may faine. 


© 15 loue in lookes? ſweerlookes are yaine, 


Both theſe in common kindneſle raigne, 
Yet few or none ſo crauc it. 


þ Thou wouldſt be lou'd, and that of one, 
© For vice? thoumailt ſecke loue of none, 
© For vertue? why of her alone? 


'£ 
' 


'? InallGueher,may Cupid have his will, 
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I ſay no more,ſpeake you thatknow the truth, 
If fo great loue be aught but feare of youth, 


Exznxcis IIL 


Her praiſe is in ber want. 
He onely is the pride of Natures skill; 
In none but her, all graces friendly meet» 


By none bur her, is fancie vnder feet, 
Moft ſtrange of all her praiſe is in her want, 
Her heart that ſhould be fleſh,is Adamant, 


L axndo quod lugeo, 
Her outward geſture deceiving bis ianmard bope. 


OMooth are thy lookes,ſois thy deepeſt ireame, 
Soft are thy lips,ſo is the ſwallowing ſand. 

Faire is thy fight,but like,ynto a dreame, 

Sweet is thy promiſe, but it will not ftand, 
Smoth, ſoft faire, fweer,to them that lighaly touch. 
Rough, hard, foule, ſoure to them that take too much, 


Thy lookes ſo ſmooth haue drawne away my fght, 
would haue though that hookes could ſo be bid? 
Thy lips ſo ſoft hauefretted my delight, 
Before | once ſuſpeRted what they did. 
y faceſo faire hath burnt me yith defire, 
y words fo ſweet were bellowes for the fire, 
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And yetTloue the lookes that made me blinde, 
And like to kiſle the lips that fret my life, ., -.- 
In heate of firean ciſe of heate 1 finde.. ©... 
And greateſt p-ace in midit of greateſt ſtrife, 
That if my choice were now to make againe, 
I would not haue this ioy withour this paige, - 


Phaleaciacks IT, 


Ow, or where haue 1 loſt my ſelfe? vnhappy! 

Dead, nor liucam I neither, and yetamboth, 
Through defpaire am I dead, by hopereuiucd, 
Weeping wake [ the night fromeuento morning 
Sighing waſte I the day from morae to evening. 
Teares aredrink to mythirit,by teares I thirſt more 
Sighes are meate that I eate, I hunger eating, 
Might, O that I mighrrefraine my feeding, | 
Soone would eale to myheart by death bc purchaſt, 
Life and lighrdo I lacke, when 1behold not 
Thoſe bright beames of her eyes, Apollo darkningr 
Life and light do I lofe whenl behold them, 
All as Snow by the Sun reſolu'd to water. - 
Death and life I receiuehereyes behoHding, © 
Death and life I refuſe not in beholdipg, 
So that, dead or aliue I may bebold them, 


Lenuoy im riming Ph-lencicc's. 


Vſe not, Ladie, to reade ſo ſtrange ' aMeetrer, 


Strange griefe,ſtrange remedie for eaſe requireth 


When (weete joy did abound, I writ the ſweeter, 
Now that weareth away,my Muſeretireth, 
{n you ligy it alone to cure my ſadneſle, 


And therewith to reuiue my heart with gladneſſe, 


Sonnet ITIT, 
Defire hath conquered reuenge. 
V Rong'd by defire I yeelded todiſdaine, 


Who cal'd reueng to worke my ſpite oorey; 5 
2 
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Rath was Reuenge and fware, Deſire ſhould die, 
No price nor prater hus pardon might obtaine, 
Downe to my heart in rage he haſtes amaine. 
And ſtops each e, leſt Defre ſhould flie: 
Within my cares diſdaioſull words did lie, 
Proud looks did keepe mine cies with ſcornful traine 
Difire that earſt but flickred in my breſt, 
And wanton-like now prickt,cow gaue me reſt, 
Fer feare of death ſunke deeper in wy heazrt, 
Thereraignes he now,and there will raigne aloze 
Deſire js iea!ous, and giues part to none, 
Nor he from me,nor 1 from him can ftart. 


That beis unchangeable. 


TH loue of chige hath chatg'd the world throughout 
And noughtis counted good, bur what is trange, 
New things waxe olde, olde new, all turne abour, 
Audall chings change,except the loue of change. 
Yet feele I nor this Joue of change in me, 
But as 1 am, fo willI alwaics be, 


For wko can change that likes his former choſe 
Who better wiſh, that knowes he hath the beſt? 
How can the heart in things vnknowne rejoyce, 
If ioy well tride can bring no certaine reſt? 
My choice is made,change he that liſt for me, 
Such as I am, ſowill I alwaies be. 


Who euer chang'd and nor confeſt his want? 

And who confeſt his want and not his woer 

Then change who liſt, thy woe ſhall not be ſcanr 

Withia thy ſelfe thou feedlt thy mortall foe, 
Change cals for change,no end,no caſe for thee, 
Then as 1 am, ſo will I alyaie: be. 


Mineeies confefle they haue their wiſhed fight, 
My heart affirmes it feeles the loue it _—_ 
Mine inward thoughts are fed with true delight, 
Which full conſent of conſtant'ioy hath wrought. 
And full conſcardefiresno change to fee, 
Then as Iamſo will Il alwaies bee. 
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Reſt then (my heart) and keepe thine old delight, 

Which like the Phoenix waxeth yong each day, 

Each houre preſents neve pleaſure te my fight, 

More cauſe of joy eacreaſeth eu' ry way, | 
True loue with age doth daily cleerer lee, 
Then as I am,ſfo will I alwaics bee, 


What gain'd faire Creſside by her faithlcfſe change, .. ® 
But loſle of time,of beauty,heatth,and lifer 1 
Marke Iaſons hap,that ever lou'd to range, 
That loſt his childies. and kis princely wife, 

Then change farewcll, thou art no mate for me, 

But as Lam, ſo will Il alwates be- 


Iamais aplire. 


To bis eyes. 


Nhappy eyes he cauſers of my paine, 
That 4 bx foe betraid my ſtropgeſt hold, 
Wherein he like a tyraiit now doth raigne 
And boaſts of winning that which treaſon ſold, 
Too late you call for helpe of me in vaine, 
Whom loue hath bound in chaines of maſsie gold 
The teares you ſhed increaſe my hotedelure, 
As water on the Smithie kindles fire. 
The ſighs that from my heart aſcend, 
Like winde diſperſe the flame throughout my breſt, 
No partis left to harbour quietreſt, 
I burnein fireand o not ſpend: 
Like him,whoſe growing maw, 
Jhe vulture ſtill doth gnaw. 


ODE 11III, 
Vpen viſutmg his Lady by Moone-light, 


T He night ſay all, was made to reſt, 
And ſo ſay 1, but not for all: 

To then the darkeſt nights are beſt, 
Which giuethem leaue aſleepe to fall, 
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But that ſeeke my reſt by light 
Hare fleepe,and praile the decreſt nighy. 


Bright was the Moone, as bright as day, 
And Venus gliſtred in the Weſt, 
Whoſe light did leade the readie way, 
E That brought me to my wiſhed reſt: 
® Thencach of them encreaft their light, 
" *$ Whilelenioy'd her heaucoly fight, 


Sa gentle Dames,what mou'd your minde 
To ſhine ſo bright aboue your wont: 
Would Phoebe faire Endimion finde? 
Would Venus ſee Adonis hunt? 

No no,you feared by her ſight, 

To lofe the praiſe of beauty bright. 


Atlaſt,for ſhame you ſhrunke away, 

And thought te reaue the world of light: 

} Then ſhone my Dame with brighter ray, 
Then that which comes from Phoebus ſight: 

None other light but hers I praiſe, 

Whoſe nights are cleercr thea the daies. 


54 


V pon ber abſence. 


TH fommer Sun that ſcalds the ground with heat, 

And burnes the grafle ,and dries the rivers ſouzce, 

With milder beames,the fartheſt earth dorh beate, 

When through the frozen Goat he runs his courſe. 
The fire that burnes whateuer comes to hand, 


Doth hardly heate that fartheft off doth land. 


Not ſo,the heate that ſets my heart on fire, 
By diftance,flakes,and lets me coole againe: 
| But ftill,the farther off the more deſire, 
The abſent fire doth/burne with hotter paing 
My Ladies preſence burne me with defire, 
Her abſence wirnes me into flaming fire. 
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Who ſo hath ſcene the flame that burzeth bright, 
By outward cold in narrow roome ſuppreſt, 
Eacreale in heat,and rage with greater might, 
May geſle what force of fire torments my breſt: 
Sorun the ſwelling ſtreames with double force, 
Wherelocks or piles are ſet to ſtay their courle, 


For when my heart perceiu'd her parting necre, 

By whoſe ſweet ſight he liues that elſe ſhould die, 

Itclol('d it (elfe to keepe thoſe beames ſo cleere, 

VVhich from her looke had pierſt it through the eye. 
The fiery beames which would breake out lo faine 
By ſeeking vent, encreaſe my burning paine, 


But if my deere returne aliue and ſound, 
That thete mine etes may ſec her beauty bright, 
My heart ſhall ſpread with ioy that ſhall abound, 
And open wide,receiuing clcererlight, 

She (hall recouer that which I poſleſle, 

And 1 thereby cnioy no whit the lefle, 


ODE V. 
Pet'tion to haxe ber leaue to die. 
V Hen will thefountaine of my reares be drie? 
VVhen will my ſighs be ſpent? 
VVhen will defire agree to let me dier 
VV hen will my heart relent? 
Tt 15 not for my life 1 pleade, 
Since death the way to reftdoth leade, 
Bur ſtay for thy conſent, 
Leſt thou be diſcontent, 


For if my felfe without thy leave I kill, 
| My Gholt will never reſt: 
So hath it ſworneto worke thine onely will, 

And holds tha: euer beft. 
For fince 1t onely lines by thee, 
Good reaſon thou the ruler bees , 
Then giue me leaue todie, 
And ſhew thy power thereby. 


[4 


and other Poeſiess 
Yhe Loxer abſence kils megber preſence cures me. 


| T7 He frozen Snake oppreſt with heaped ſhow 
þ By ſtrugling hard gets out her repder head, 
And ſpies far off from where the lies below 
The winter Sun that from the North is fled. 
But all in vaine ſhe lookes ypon the light, 
VVhere keate is wanting to reſtore her might, 


VVhat doth ithelpe a wretchin priſon pent, 
Long tim: wth biting hunger ouer-prelt, 
To ſee wit? out,or ſmell within the ſeor, 
Ofdainty fare for others tables dreſt, 
Yet Snake and priſner both behold the thing, 
The which(but not with fight) might comfort bring. 


Sachs my ſtate,or worſe if worſe may bee, 
My heart oppreſt with heauie froſt of care, 
Debar'd of that which is moſt deere to mee, 
Kild vp with cold,and pinde with euill fare, 
And yet 1 fee the thing might yeeld reliefe; 
Andyer the fight doth breed my preatergrefe, 


$0 Thisbe ſaw her lover through the wall, 

And ſaw chereby the wanted that ſheaw: 

And ſo1 ſee, and ſeging want withall, 

And wanting ſo,vnto my death I dravv, 
And ſo my deathwere twenty times my friend, 
Vf with this verſe my hated lifemightend, 


| ODE VL | 
The kind loue;s complaint is fading nothing but 
_ folly for bis faithfulneſſe. 
JF my decay be your encreaſe, : 
If my diſtieſſe be your delight, 
If warre in mee procure you peace, 
It wrong to mce,toyou be right. 
I would decay, diſtrefſe warre, wrong, 
Might end the life that egds ſo long, 


Yer 
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Yet if by my decay yougrew, 

Whenl am ſpent yourgromth is paſt: 

If from miy griefe your 1oy do flow, 

VVhen my griefe ends,your ioy flies faft: 
Then fer your ſake,though to wy paine, 
I ftruetoliuc,todie fullfaine, 


For if I die, my warre muſt ceaſe, 

Then can ſuffer wrong no more: 

'My warrte once done, farewell you rpeace, 

My wrong, your right doth ſtill ths 
Thus,for your right I ſuffer wrong, 
And for your peace,my ywarre prolong, 


But fince no thing can long indure, 

That ſometime hath not needfull reſt, 

VVhat can my life your ioy aſſure, 

If ſtill I waile with griefe oppreſt? 
The ſtrongeſt ſtomacke faints atlaſt, 
For want of eaſe and due repaſt, 


My reſtlefſe fghes breake out ſo faſt, 

Thattime to breath they quite denie; 

Mine eyes ſo many teares hauc caſt, 

That now the ſprings themſelues are drie, 
Then grant ſome little eaſe from paine, 
Vatill the ſpring be full againe, 


The Gyant whom the Vulture gnayes, 

Ynti)] his heart be | —- —nangy peace: 

And Siſyphus by helliſh lawes, 

Y Vhilſt chat the ſtoueroules downe,doth ceafe. 
But all in vaine 1 ſtriue for reſt, 
VVhich breeds more ſorrow'n my breft, 


Let my decay be your encreaſe, 
Let my diſtrefſe be yoyr delighe: 
. Let warre in me procure your peace, 
Letwrong in me to you be right: 
Thatby my griefe your ioy map live, 
Vouchſiate ſome little xelt ro giue. 
ODE 
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and other Pocſies. 
ODE VIL 


Vabappy eyes. 
Loſe your lids, vnhappy eyes, 
From the fight of ſuch a change: 
Loue hath learned to deſpiſe, 
Selfe-conceit hath made him w_ 
Inward now his eghthe turneth, 
With himſelfe ig loue he burneth, 


If abroad he beautie ſpice, 

As by chance he lookes abroad, 

Oritis wrought by his eye, 

Or forc'd out by Painters fraud: 
Sauc himſelfe none faire, he deemeth, 
That himſelfe roo much eſteemerh, 


Coy diſdaine hath kigadnefle place, 
Kindneſſe forc'de to hide his head: 
True defire is counted bale, 
Hope with hope is hardly fed: 
Loue is thought a furie geedlefle, 
He that hath it,ſhall die ſpeedleffe, 


Then mine eyes why gaze you ſor 
Beauty ſcornes the teares you ſhed, 
Death you ſecke to end my woe, 
O thar you of death were ſped: 
But with louc hath death conſpired, 
To kil one yrbom loue hath fired, 


Cupid ſhoots light, but wounds ſore. 


(ved atlength I ſpie thy craftie wile, 
hay + for atime thou did{t me fore beguile, 
When firſt thy ſhaft did wound my tender heart, 


I t toncht melighe, me thought I felt ſome paine! 
Some little pricke at firſt did make me ſmart, 
But yet that griefe was quickly gone agalae, 
Full (mall accountI made of ſucha fore, 

As now doth ranckle ioyard more and more, 
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So poylon firſt the finewes lightly ſtraines, 
Then ſtraies,and after ſpreads through all the yaines, 
No otherwiſe, then he,thatprickt with thorne, 
Starts at the firſt, and feeles noother griefe, 
As one whoſe heart ſo little hurt did ſcorne, 
And deigned not to ſecke deſpis'd relicfe: 

Atlaſt, when reſt doth after trauell come, 

That littlepricke the ivynt with paine doth numme. 


VVhat may I thinke the cauſe of this thy craft, 
That at the firfl thou ſtick'ft not deepe thy ſhaft: 
If at the firſt, | had thy ſtroke eſpi'de, 

(Alas Irchoughr thou wouldſt not dilly ſo) 

To keepe my ſelfe alwaies I would haue tride, 
Atleaſt, I thinke I might hane cur'd my woe, 
Yet,truthto ſay, did ſuſpe&no leſle, f 
And knew it too,at leaſt, I ſodid-geffe. 


I faw,and yet wou'd willingly be blind, 
I felt the ſting, yer flatr'red th] my wind, | 
And now too late I know my former guilt, 
Andſeeke in vaine to heale my ance ſ0Ies 
My life,I doubt, my health I know 1s ſpilt, 
Aiuſt reward for dallying ſo before: 

For I that would not when 1 might haueeaſe, 
No maruell though.I cannot whea I pleaſe, 


Clipeum poſt vulnera, 


A true deſcription of lowe, 


Paraphraſtically,tranflated out ofPetrarkes 
103 Sonnet, beginning, 


__ Comms 


S' Amor nos 6, che dunque e quel ch'io ſents. 


F loue be nothing but an idle name, 
A vaine deviſe of fooliſh Poers skill: 
A faincdyfue,deyoid of ſmoake and flame, re 
n 
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Then vehat is that which me tormenteth til] 
If ſuch a thing as loue indeed there be, 
What kind of thing, or which,or where is he? 


Ifitbe good, how cauſeth it ſuch paine, 

How doth it breed ſuch griefe within my breſt? 

Knought, how chance the griefe that I ſuſtaine, 

Doth ſceme ſo ſweet amidit my great vnreſt? 
For ſure me thinks it is a wondrous thing, 


That ſo great paine ſhould fo great pleaſure brings 


Tf with my will amidſt theſeflames Ifrie, 
VVhence come theſe teares? how chance I rhus c6plain? 
If force perforcel beare this miſery, 
VVhat helpe theſe teares that cannot caſe my paine? 
How can this fancy bearc ſuch ſway in me, 
But if my ſelfe conſent, thatſo itbe? 


Ang ifmy ſelfe conſent, that ſo it be, 
Vnjuſt 1am thus to complaine and crie, 
To looke that other men ſhould ſuccour me, 
Since by my fault I feele ſuch miſery. 
VVho will not helpe himſ{clfe when well hecan, 
Deſerues ſmall helpe of any other man. 


Thus am I toſt vpon the troublous Seas, ' 

By ſundry winds, whoſe bla:.s blow ſundry waies? 

Andeu'ry blaſt ſtill driving where it pleaſe, 

Brings hope and feare to end my lingring dates, 
The Steers man gone, ſaile,he)me,and rackle loſt, 
How-can | hope to gaine the wiſhed coalt? 


VViſedome and folly is the luckleſle fraught, 
My (hip therewith ballaſt vnequilly : 
VViſedome too light, folly of roo great waight, 
My barie and I,through t ew in jeopardy: | 
Thus, in the midit of th's perplexity, 
1 wiſh for death, and yer am loath to dic. 


. Faire 
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Faire Face, and bard Heart. 


Faire is thy face,and that thou knoweſt teo well, 
Hard 1s thy heart, and that thou wilt not know: 

Thou fear'ſt and ſmil'ſt, when I thy praiſes tell, 

But Rop'ſt thine eares when I my griefe would ſhow. 
Yetthough in vaine,needs muſt 1 ſpeake, 
Or elſe my ſwelling heart would breake, 


And when I ſpeake,my breath doth blow the fire, 

With which my burning h-art conſumes away: 

I call ypon thy name,and helpe require, 

Thy deereſt name whi:hdotk me ſtill betray? 
For grace,ſweet grace thy name doth ſound, 
Yetah !1a thee no grace is found, 


1;3 


Alas,to what part ſhall I then appeale? 
Thy face ſo faire diſdaines to looke en mee, 
Thy tongue commands my heart his.gtiefe conceale, 
Thy nimble feete from me do alwaies flee, 
Thiae eyes caſt fire to burne my heart, 
And thou reioyceR in my fmart, 


Then,fince thowſeeſt the life I leade in paine, 
And that for thee ] ſuffer all this griefe, 
O let myheart this ſmall requeſt obtaine, 
That thou agree it pine without reliete ! 

I asRg net loue for my good will, 

But leaue,thatI may love thee till, 


Ruid minus optari per m4 wot poteſtt 


ODE VIIL 
Diſdaine at variance with defire, 


Di#inc that ſo doth fill me, 
Hath furely (worne ts kill me, 
And! muſt die, 
Defire that ſtill doth burne me, 
To life againe wittturac me, 
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AndliuvemuſtI. 
O kill me then diſdainel 
Thatl may liue againe, 


Thy lookes are life ynto me, 
And yet thoſe lookes vndoe me, 
Odeath and life! 

Thy ſmile ſome reft doth ſhew me, 

Thy frowne with war o'rethrovy me, 
O peace and ftrife! 

Norlife nor death is cither, 

Theo giue me both,or neither, 


Life onely cannot pleaſe me, 

Death onely cannor caſe me, 
Change is delight, 

I live that death may kill me, 

I die thatlife may fill me, 

Both day and night, 
If once deſpaize decay, 
Defire will weare away« 


An Inneflixe againſt Low. 


A Ll is not gold that ſhineth bright in how, 
Not euery flowre ſo good,as faire,to fight, 


The deepelt ſtreames, aboue doe calmeſt flow, 


And ftrongelt poyſons oft the tat delight, 
The pleaſant bat 
Andfalſe deceit can lend a friendly looke, 


Loue is the geld whoſe outward hew doth paſle, 


Whole firſt beginnings goodly promiſe make, 
Of pleaſures faire and fr 


te doth hide the harmeleſſe hooke, 


ch as Som mets graſle, | 
Which neither Sunne can parch, nor winde can fake; 
But when the mould ſhould in the fire be tride, 
The gold is gone,the drofle doth ſtill abide, 
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Beauty the flow re,fo freſh,ſo faire ,ſo gay, 

So ſweete to ſmell, ſo ſoft to rouch and taſt: 

As ſeemes it ſhould endure. by right,for aye, 

And neuer be with any Rorme defalt, 
Bnt whenthe balefull Seutherne winde deth blow, 
Gone is the glory which iterſt aid ſheyy, 


Lone4s the frreame, whoſe wanes fo calmely flow 

As intice mens minds to wade therein: 

Loue1s the poiſon mixt with ſugar ſo, 

As might by out ward ſweetenefle liking win, 
But as the deepe o'reflowing ſtops thy breath, 
So poyſon once receiu'd brings certaine death, 


Loue is the baite,whoſe taſt the fiſh deceiues, 
And makes thety-ſwallow downe the choking hooke, 
Loue is the face whoſe fairenefle iudgement reaues, 
And makes thee truſt a falfe and fained looke. 

But as the hooke the fooliſh fiſh doth kill, 

So flatt'ring lookes, the loucts life doe ſpill. 


V [que adeo dulce puells malum eſt. 


Vpon an Heroical Poeme which he had begwn(in Imi- 
tation of Virgil, )of the firſt inhabiting this famons 
The by Brate,and the Treyans, 


M Y wanton Muſe that whilome wont to fing, 
Faire Peauties praiſe and Venus ſweet delight, 
Oflate had chang'd the tenor ofher ſtrin 
To higher tunes then ſerue for Cupids Goh . 
Shrill Trumpets ſound, ſharpe ſwords & Lances ſtrong, 
Warre,bloud,and death, were matter of her ſong, 


» The God of loue by chance had heard thereof, 
ThatI was prou'd a rebellto his crowne, 
Fir words for war,quoth he,»ith angry ſcoffe, 
A likely man to wrice of Mars his frowne, 


Well 
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Well are they ſped whoſe praiſes he ſhall write, 
W hoſe wanton Pen can-hought but loue indite. 


This aide, he whiskt hisparti- colour'd wings, 
And dawneto earth be comes more ſwift then thought, 
Then to my heart in angry haſt he flings. 
To ſee what change theſe rewes of warres had wrought: 
He pries,and lookes,he ranſacks eu'ry vyaine, 
Yet finds he nought, aueloue, and louers paine, 


Then I that now perceiu'd his necdlefle feare, 
With heauy imile began to plead my cauſe: 
In vaine(quoth 1)this endlefle griefeI beare, 
In y aine 1 ſtrive to keepe thy gneuous Lawes, 
If after proofe, ſo often trulty found, 
Vaiuſt Supe & condemane me as ynaſound. 


1s this the guerdon of my faithfull hare? 
Is this the hope on which my life is ſtaide? 
- Is this the als of neuer-ceafing ſmart? 
1s this the price that for my paines is paide? 
Yet b-ttetſerue fierce Mars in bloudy field, 
Wher ce death,or conqueſt;end or ioy doth yeeld. 


Long haue 1 ſeru'd, what is my pay but paine? 
Oft haue 1 ſude,what gaine Lbut delay? | 
My faithfull loue is quited with diſdaive, 
My _ a game ,my penis made a play. 
a loue that doth jn other fauour find, 
Ic me is counted madnefſe ont of kind. 


Andlaſt of all,but grievous moſt of all, 

Thy ſelfe,ſweete loue,hath kild me with ſuſpe& 
Could loue be leeue,that1 from loue would fall? 
Is warreof force to make me loue negleQ: 
No,Cupid knowes, ny minde is faſter (er, 
Thea that by warce1 my1oue forget, 
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My muſe indeede to war inclines her mind. 
The famous as of yorthy Brure to write: 
To whom the Gods this Ila nds rule afſignde, 
Which long he ſought by Seas through Neptunes ſpight, 
With ſuch conceits my bufichead doth ſwell. 
But in my heart nought clic but leue doth dwel, 


Andin this war thy part is not the leaft, 
Here fhall my muſe Brutes noble Loue declare: 
Here ſhalt thou ſee thy double loue increalſt, 
Offaireſt wing that euer Lady bare: 
Let Mars triumph in armour ſhining bright, 
His conquerdarmes ſhall be thy triumphs light. 


As he the world ſo thou fhalt him ſubdue, 
And 1 thy glory through the world will cing, 

So by'my paines,thou wilt vouchſafe to rue, 
And kill deſpaire, With thath: whisk'this wing, 
And bad me write,and promiſt wiſhed reſt, 

But ſore 1 feare falſe hope will be the beſt, 


pou his _ buying ſtrings for 


 þ happy time the wiſhed faire is come, 

To fit my Lute with ſtrings of eu'ry kinde, 
Great pitty 'tis, ſo ſweet a Lure be dumme, 
That ſo can pleaſe the care,and caſe the minde, 

Go take thy choiſe,and chuſe the very beſt, 

And vie them ſo,that head and heart find reſt. 


Reſt thou in ioy,and letme waile alone, 

My pleaſant daies haue tane their laſt fareweli; 

My bexrtfirin ſorrow ſtrooke ſo long with mone, 
That at the lat they all in peeces fell, . 

And now theylic in peeces broke ſo ſmall, 
That ſcarce they ferue to make me frets withall. RO 
n 
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Andyet they ſerueand binde my heart ſo ſtraite, 

That frets indeed they ſerue to frer it out: 

No force for that,in hope therzof I waite, 

That death may rid me both of hope and doube. 

\ Butdeath.alas,drawes backward all roo long, 
And I cach day feele now iucreale ot wreng, 


Care will not let hins line nor bope let 


him die. 


M Y heauy heart with griefe and hope torment, 
Beates all in yaine agaioſt my weary breaſt, 
As if it thought with force to make a vent, 
That death might eater to procure my reſt. 

But fooliſh heart,thy paines are loſt ſee, 


For death and life bath flie and follovy thee, 


When weight of care would preſſe me down with paine, 

That Lmight finke to depth of death below, 

Hope lends me wing-and lifts me yp againe, 

To ſtriue for life and live in greater woe, . 
So fares the Bote,which windes driue to the ſhore, 
And tides driues backward where it was before, 


Thus neither hope will let me die with care, 
Nor Care conſent that hope afſure my life: 
I ſeeke for life, death doth his ſtroke prepare, 
I come to death, and life renewes my Rrife. | 
All as the ſhadow, followes them that flic 
And flies from them that afterit doe hie. 


What is my hope?that hope will faile ar laft, 

And griefe get (trength'te worke his will on met 

Eitherthe W axe with which hopes wingsare 

By ſcalding bghes mine cics ſhall melted ſee+ 
Orelſe my teares ſhall wet the feathers fo, 
That 1 ſhall fall apddrowne in waucs of yoc. 


Cupid 
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ODE 9g 
Cupids Marriage with diſrimms 


lation, 


A New-found match is made of late. 
'+ Blind Cupid needes will change his wif e: 
4 New-fangled Loue doth Pſyche hate, 
[4 With whom ſo long he led his life , . 
Difſem bling,ſhe 
The bride muſt be, 


Plyche laments 7 
That loue repents, 
His choice without cauſe why. 


Cytheron ſounds with muſicke ſtrange, 
Voknowne vnto the Virgins nine: 
From flat to ſharpe the Tune doth range, 
Too baſe, becauſe it is too kne. 
Se: how the bride 
Puft vp with pride, 
Can mince it paſsing well? 
She trips on toe, 
- Full faire co ſhew, 
Within doth poyſon dwell. 


Now wanton Lone at laſt is ſped, 
Diflzmbling is his onely ioy, ' * 
Rare Truth from Venns Courtis fled, 
Diſſemblingpleaſures hides annoy, © 
It were m yaine - *-© 
To talke of Ie; SiG 36.103 Ci 
The wedding yet doth laſt, 
Burt paine 1s necre; 
And willappeare, 
With.adiſſembling caſt, 


Deſpaire and hope are ioyn'd in one, 
And paine with pleaſure linked ſure, 


To pleaſe his wanton eye. , ts | 


Not 


and other Poefies. 


Not one of theſe can come alone, 
No ceftaine hope,no pleaſure pure, 
Thus ſowre and ſweets 

In loue doe meete, 
Diſſembling likes it ſo, 
Of ſweet ſmall ſtore, 
Of ſowrethe more, 
Louc is a pleaſant woe. 


«Amor & mellis & felis, 
ODE 10. 
D:ſpraiſe of Lone,and Loners foBes, 


F Loue be life,llong to die, 
Liue they that liſt for me: 
And h2 that gaines the molt thereby, 
A foole,at leaſt ſhall be. 
But he that feeles the ſoreſt fits, | 
Scapes with no lefle then loſle of wits, 
vnhappy life they gaine, 
Which loue doe entertaine- 


In day by fained leokes they liue, 
By lying dreames in night, 
Eachfrowne a deadly wound dothgine, 
Each ſmile a falſe delight, 
Ifthap their Lady pleaſant ſceeme, 
It is for others loue they deemer | | 
If voideſheſeemeof iopy/ 
Diſdaine doth make her coy, © © 


Such is the peace that louers finde, 

Such is che life they leade. 
Blowne here and there wirtheuery vwinde 
Like floryers in the mead, 


rr ee ll. _— 
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Now War,novy peace,noyy War againe, 
Deſire,deſpaire,delight,diſdaine, 
Though dead in midſt of life, 
In peace,and yet at ſtrife, 


In amore hec inſunt mala, 
In praiſe of the Sunne, 


T** Golden Sunne that brings the day} 
And lends men lighto ſee withall, 
In yaine doth 0775. cndtann away, 
Where they are blind on whom they fall, 
There is no force 1n all his light, 
To give the mole a perfe fight, 


But thou my Sunne more bright then he, 
That ſhines at noone in Summer tide. —_ 
Haſt given me = and powre to ſee, 
With perfett sk]l my ſight to guide. 
Tillnow 1 hu'd as blind as Mole, 
That hides her headin earthly hole, 


Jheard the praiſe of beauties grace, 

Yet deem'd it nought bur Poets skill. 

I gaz'd on many a louely face, - 

Yet found I noneto bind my will. 
Which made methinke that beauty bright, * 
Was nothing cle butred and white, 


But now thy beames haye clear dmyfght, 
I blah to thinke I w G blinde, _ 
Thy flaming eyes aftord me light, 
That beauties blaze each where I find. 

And yet theſe Dames that ſhine ſo brighe, 
Are but the fhadow of thy light, 


and athey Porſies. 
ODE XL 


To bis Muſe. 


RE, good my Muſe, and give me leaue to reſt, 


We ftriue in yaine. 
Conceale thy skill within thy ſacred breſt, 
| Though to thy paine, 

The honour great which Poets wont to haue, 
With worthy deeds 1s buried deepe in graue, 
Each man will hide his name, 

Thereby to hide his ſhame, 
And filence is the praiſe their vertues craue. 


To praiſe, is flattery, malice to diſpraiſe, 
Hard 1s the choice, 

What cauſe is left for thee, my Muſe, to raiſe 
Thy heau'nly voice? 

Delight thy ſelfe on ſweete Pernaſſus hill, 

And for a better time reſerue thy skill, 
There let thy filuer tound, 
From Cyrrha wood rebound, 

Andall the vale with learned Muſicke fill, 


Then ſhall thoſe fooles that now preferre each rime, 


Before thy kill, 
With hand and foote in vaine aflay to clime, 
Thy facred hill, 


There ſhalt thou fit and skorne them with diſdgine, 


To ſee their fruitleſle labour all in vaine: 
Bur they ſhall fret with ſpight, 
To ſee thy glory brighr, 

And know themſclues thereto cannot attaines 


Death m Love. 


Mn eies haue ſpert their teares,and noware drie, 
My weary hand will guide my Pen no more. 
My voice is hoagſe, and can no longer erie, 
H 
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My head hath lefrno new complaints in ſtore, 
My heart is ouerburd'ned ſo with paine, 
That ſence of griefe deth none therein remaine, 


Thexeares you ſee diſtilling from mine eies, 
My gentle Muſe doth ſhed for this my griefe. 
The plaints you heare are her inceſſant cries, ) 
By which ſhe cals in vaine for ſome reliefe, þ 
Shz neuer parted ſince my pgriete begun, 
In her Iliue, ſhe dead, my life weredoae; 


Then (lowing Muſe)depart, and let me die, 

Some braver youth will ſue to thee for grace, 

That may acuance thy glory to the skie, | 

And make thee ſcorne blinde Fortunes frowning face, 
My heart and head that did t ntertaine, | 
Peſire ad Fortune with deſpite haue flaine, 4 


For feare, vawares ſhe ſer in loue with thee. 

For well ſhe thinkes ſome part in thee muſt reſt, 

Of that which fo poſkeſt each part of me. | 
Then ( good my Muſe )flie back2 to heau'n againe, | 
Ana let me dic,to end this endlefle paine. 


My Ladie dares not lodge thee in herbreſt, | 
N 
f 


Brake brane beart, 


PReake heauie heart,and rid me of this paine, 
This painc thar ſtill eacreaſerh day by day : 
By day with fighes 1 ſpend my ſelfe in yaine: 
Ju vaine by night with tearcs 1 waſte away, 
Away | watte with teares by night in vane, 
Teares,lighs by night, by day encreaſe this paine. 


FRY —”— uw -_ 
—— Fa b. 


Mine eiesno eies, but fountaines of my teares 
My teares no te ares, bur flouds to moiſt my heart? | 
My heartno heart, bur labour of my feares, | 
My feares no feares, but feelings of my ſmarr. ' 

My (mart, my feares,my heart, my t:ares,mine cics 
Axc blind,dride,ſpent, paſt, waſted with my cries. a 


TH. 1 44 ot. , 


And yer mine eies,though blind,ſee cauſe of grieſe, 


and other Pocſies. 
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And yet my teares,though dride,runne downe amaine: 


And yet my heart,though ſpent, attends reliefe, 
* Andyet my feares,though paſt,encreale my p 
' Andyetlliue,and liuing feele more imarr, 

Aad ſmarting,crie in vaine breake, Beauic hearty 


Deſires gonernment. 


A 7 Here wit is ouer-ruld by will, 
Andwlll is led byfend deſire, 
There reaſon were as good be ſtil], 
As ſpeaking, kindle greater fire. 


For where defiredoth beare the ſway, 
The heart mult rulg, the bead obey, 


What bootes the cunning Pilots skill, 
To tell which way to ſha 


When he that ſteers will hauc his will, 


And drive them where he liſt perforce, 
So reaſon ſhewes the truth in yaine, _ 
Where fond defare as King doth raigne, 


T wit heate and colde, t'wixt death and life, 


Lowes properties. 


I freeze and burne,l liuc and die: 


Which ioyntly worke in me ſuch Arife, 


Iliuve iadeath,in cold 1 frie. 


Nor hot, nor cold,nor liue,nor dead, 


Neither, and botk, this life I lead. 


Firſt burning heate ſets all.on fre, 


Whereby 1 


eme in flames to frie: 


Then cold deſpaire kils hot deſire, 


That drench 


: 
. 


« £ 
"_% 


decpe, in death Ilie. 
Heate driues out cold, and 


Cold quencheth heate, n 


their courſe 


my life 


oend of ſtrife, 
H 2 


The 
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The lefle I hope to haue my wall, 

The moce 1 feele defire encreale. 

And as defre encreaſeth till, 

Deſpaire to quench it doth not ceaſe, 
So liue 1 as the Lampe whole light, | 

Oft comes, oft goes,now dim,now bright, bs 


Living Death, 


JF meanes be none to end my reſtleſle care, 
Ifnceds I muſt o'rewhelm'd with ſorroyy lic: 
What bettec way this ſorrow to declare, 
Then,thart I dying liuc,and cannot die? 


If nought but loſſeT reape in ſtead of gaine, 
If laſting paine do euery day encreaſe: 

To thee(good Death) alas I muſt complaine, 
Thou art of force to make my ſorroyy ceaſe, 


If thou,becauſe I thee refuſd ſometime, | 
Now {hut thine eares,and my rc queſt denie, ; 
Still muſt1 loue,and wailc in wotull rime: - 
That dying {t111 1 am,and cannot die. } 

SPIr0 #01 Vis ' 


| 
| 
| The paſsionate friſoner. 
' 
| 


. YE walles that ſhut me vp from ſight of men, 
Incloſd wherein aliue I buried he, 
And thou ſometime my bed, but now my den, , 
Where ſmothred vp,the light of Sunne Tflie : þ 
O ſþutyour ſclues,each chinke and creuifle ſtraine 
That none but you may heare me thus complaine. 


My hollow cries that beate thy ſtony ſide, 


Vouchlate to beate,bntbeate them backe againe, ſ 
That when my griefe hath ſpeech to,me denide, 
Mine cares may heare the witneſſe of my paine, p 


As formyteares, whoſe ſtreames muſteuer laſt, 


My ſilent couch ſhall drinke them yp as faſt. ; 
| Hogeleſe 


\y 


; 
/ 
[ 


and of he y P oefie fs 
Hopeleſſe deſere ſoone witbers and dies, 
T Hough naked trees ſceme dead to fight, 


When Winter winde doth keenely blow; 


Yctif the roote maintaine her right, 

The Spring their hidden life will ſhow. 
But if:he roote be dead and drie, 
Nomaruell though the branches dies 


VVhile hope did live within my breſt, 

No Winter ſtorme could kill defire, 

But now diſdaine hath hope oppreſt, 

Dead is the roote,dead is the ſpire. 
Hope wasthe roote, and ſpire was loue, 
No ſap beneath, no life aboue, | 


And as ve ſee the rootlefſe ſtocke, 
Retaine ſome ſap, and ſpring a while 
Yet quickly proue a hife-lefle blocke, 
Becauſe the roote doth life beguile: 
So liues deſire which hope hath left, 
As twilight ſhines when Sunne is reft, 


ODE x11, 
To bis beart. © 


N4ym ,thou ftriu'ſt in yaine,my heart, 
To mend thy miſle: 
Thou haft deſery'd to beare this ſmart, 
And worſe then this. 
That wouldſt thy (:Ife debaſe, 
To ſeruc in ſucha place. 


% 


Thou thoughts thy ſelfe too long arreſt, 
Such was thy pride, 
Needs muſt thou ſceke another breſt 
Whereia to bide. 
Say now what baſt thou found 2? 
la fetters thou att bound, 
A 3 
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What hath thy faithfull ſeruice won, 
But high diſdaine? 
Broke is thy threede thy fancie ſpunne, 
Thy labour vaine. 
Falne art thou now with paine, 
And canſt not riſe againe, 


And canſt thou looke for helpe of wee 
In this diſtreſier 
I muſt confeſſeI pittie thee, 
And can no leſle, 
But beare a while thy paine, 
For feare thou fall agaige. 


Learne by thy hurt to ſhunne the fire, 
Play not withall: 


When climing'thoughts high things aſpire, 


They ſeeke their fall. 
Thou ween'ſt nought ſhone butgold, 
So waſt thou blind 20d bold. 


Yetlie not for this diſgrace, 
But mount againe, 
So that thou know the wiſhed place, 
Be worth thy paine. 
Then though thou fall and die, 
Yet neuer feare to flie, 


Phalenciacks, ITT, 


V Iſdome warns me to ſhun that once I ſought for, 
And in timeto retire my haſty footſteps. 

Wiſcdome ſentfrom aboue,not earthly wiſedome, 

Long, too Jong haue I ſlept in eaſe vneaſie, 

On falſe worldly reliefe my truſt repoſing: 

Health and wealthin a boat,no ſterne nor anker, 

(Bold and blind that 1 was) to Sea be-takings 

Scarce from ſhore had I lancht, when all about me A 
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and other Pocſies. 


Waues like hils did riſe, till helpe from beaven 
Brought my Ship to the Port of late repentanee. 


O nant, referent in mare te nou fluttas. 


Ovs XIII. 
A defiance to diſdainfull loue, 


Owhauel learn'd with much adoe at laſt, 
By true diſdaine to kill defire, 
This was the marke at which I thor ſo faſt, 
Vato this height I did aſpire, 
Proud loue, now doe thy worſt, and {pare not, 
For thee and all thy ſhafts 1 care not, 


What haſt thou left wherewith to moue my minde? 
W hat life to quicken dead defirer 

I count thy words and oathes as |l:ght as wind, 
I feele no heate 1n all thy fire, 

Go change thy buw, and ger a fironger, 

Go breake tby ſhafts,and buy thee longer, 


In vaine thoa bait'ſt thy hooke with beauties blaze, 
In vaine thy wanton eyes allure. 
Theſe are but toyes,for them thatloueto gaze, 
I know what harme thy lookes procure: 
Some ſtrange conceit muſt be deuiſed, 
Or thou and all thy skill deſpiſed, 


Scilicet aſſerui iam me, fugique catends, 


Being ſcorned and diſdamed, be inueighs againſt 
bis Lady, \/ 


Floce iuſt diſdaine began to riſe, 
Andcrie reuenge for ſpitetull wrong : 
What erſt I praiſde, I now deſpiſe, 
And thinke wy loue was all roo long, 
M4 


+ 


+E 


- That leades men to their death by night. 


| V Hen Venus ſaw Defiremuſt die, 


TT EO I I I II ee 
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I tread in durtthatſcornſull pride, 
Which in thy lookes I haue deſcride, 
Thy beauty is a painred skin, 

For fooles to ſee their faces in, 


Thine eyes that ſome as ſtars eſteeme, ), 
From whence themſelues, they ſay take light, 1 
Like to the fooliſh fire I deeme, 


Thy words and oathesare light as wide, 
 Andyectfarrelighter is thy minde: 

Thy friendſhip 1s a broken reede, 

That failes thy friends in greateſt neede, 


Vitys pati entia vifta et, 


Oops 14, 


The Tombe of dead Defire, 


Whom high dildaine, 
Had iaſtly flaine, 
For killing Truth wita ſcorofull eye, 
The earth ſhe leaues and gets her to the skier 
Her golden haire ſhe teares 
Blacke weeds of woe ſhe weares : 
For helpe ynto her father doth ſhe crie: 
Who bias her ſtay a ſpace 
And hope for better groce. 


To faue his life ſhe hath no skill, 
Whom ſhould ſhe pray, 
W hat doe,or ſay, 

But weepe forwanting of her will? 

Meane time Defire hath tane his laſt farewell, 

And in a Meddow faire, 

To which the Nimphs repaire, 


and other Potfies. 


His breathleſſ> corps is laid with wormes to dwell: 
So glory doth decay 
When death takes life array, 


When morning Starre had chaſde the night, 
| The Queene of loue 
), Lookttrom youb, 
!' Toſcethegraueof herdeligh 
And as with heedfull eye ſhe qo the place, 
$he ſpide a flower vnknowne, 
That on his graue was growne, 
Inſtead of learned verſe his Tombe to grace. 
If you the name require, 


Hearts-caſc from dead defire, 
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x56 
An Altar and Sacrifice to Jt 
daine, for freeing him from loue. 


[| To thee Diſdaine,this Altar reares, 
Wherean ſhe offers ceuſleſefrfe 

Self ſpending ſighs, and bootleſſe teares. | 

| Long Sutes in vaine, +" 

—_ — | Hate for good will: 


Still-d) ing paine, | 


| || Evian E 
_ rindi d to fe, | 


K | Tet lung ſtill. 
ll | Selfe- loumg pride, 
| Lookes coyly \ Grange, | 
| il Reaſons guide, | ; 


WE a. ” 


| 
' Deſire of change. 
' And laft of all, 
hl Blinde Fancies fire, 

| Falſe Beauties thrall, 
That bindes dejire. 


_ 
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All theſe 1 offer to Difalaine, | 
| \ By whons 7 line from fancie free; | 
| With vow(that if 1 love againe, : 


'F My bfe tbe (acrifice ſhall bee, 


4. 
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Vicimns & demituns pedibns calcamms amorens: 
Certaine 
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Certaine Poemes vpon duuerle 
Subiefts by the ſame Author, 


Three Odes tranſlated out of Anacreongtbe Greehe 
Lyricke Poet, 


ODE L 


F Atreus Sonnes faine wouldI write, 

And faine of Cadmus wouldI fing: 

'My Lute is ſet on Loues delight, 
Andoonely Loue ſounds eu'ry ſtring, 


Of late my Lutel alt'red quite, 

Both frets and firings for tunes aboue, 

I tung of fierce Alcides might, 

My Lute would ſound no tune but Loue. 
Wherefore ye worthiecs all farewell, 
No tune but Loue my Lute can telL 


ODE IL 


A compariſon betwixt the ftrength of beaſts,the wiſedeme of 
Man, and the beauty of a womans face. 
THe Bull by nature hath hishernes, 
The Horſe his hooues to daunt their foes, - 


The light-foote Hare the hunter ſcornes, 
The Lions teeth his flrength diſcloſe, 


The Fich, by ſwimming, fcapesthe weele, 
The Bird,by flight, the fowlers net, 

With wiſedome Man is arm'd as ſteele, 
Poore women noneof thele can get, 


What haue they then ? faire beauries grace, 
Atwo-edg'd Sword,ta trultic ſhield, 

No force reſiſts a louely face, 

Both &re and ſword to Beautic yeeld, 


ODE 


OO — 
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ODE 111. 


Flate, what time the Beare turnd rofid ; 
At midnight in her wonted way, 
And men of kf ſorts ſlept full ſound, 
O'recome with labour of the day ; 


| The God of loue came to my dore, 

© And tooke the ring,and knocks it hard: 

| Whoſe there,quoth 1, that knocks ſo ſore, 
f You breake my ſleep,my dreams are mar'd? 


A little boy, forſooth quoth he, 

[t Dung-wet with raine this Moonles night, 
| With that me thought it pittied me, 

| I op't the dore,and candle light. 


| Andftraightalittleboy I ſpide, 
| W! A winged boy with ſhafts and bow, 
|! WH I tooke him to the fire fide, 
| And ſet him downe to warme him ſo, 

p, 

His little hands in mine I ſtraine, | 
To rub and warme them therewithall: | 
Out of his locks I cruſh the raine, 
From which the drops apace downe fall 


Atlaſt, when he was wazen warme, 

Now let metrie my bow, quoth he, 

I feare my ſtring hath caught ſome harme, 
And wet,will proue too ſlacke for me. 


He ſaid,and bent his bow, and ſhot, 
And wightly hic me on the heart, 
The wound was ſore and raging hot, 
The heate like fury reekes my ſmart, 


Mine hoſt,quoth he,my ftring is well, | 
And laugh't,ſo that he leaptagaine; 
Looke | 


by WE. 
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Looke to your wound for feare of ſwell, 


Your heart may hap to feele the paine, 


Anacreons ſecond Ode,atherwiſe. 


N Atvrein her worke doth giue, 
Toeach thing that by her do liue, 
A proper gift where ſhe may, 
Preuent in time her owne decay, 
The Bull ahorne,the Horſe a hoofe, 
1 he light-foote hare to run oloofe: 
The Lyons ſtrength, who may refiſt? 
The birds aloft flie where they liſt, 
The fiſh ſwimmes ſafe in waters deepe, 
The filly worme at leaſt can creepe: 
What is to come,men can forecaſt, 
And learne more wit, by that is paſt. 
The womans gift what might it bee, 
The ſame for which the Ladies three, 
Pallas,luno,Venus ſtrauec, 


VVhen each deſired it rohaue, 
; FR. © 
— 
Anac or eons third O deotherwiſe. 


Vpid abroad was lated in the night, 
His wings were wet with ranging in the raine, 
Harbour he ſought, to me he tooke his flight, 
To drie his plumes, heard the = —— 
I opt the dore,and granted his defire, 
Lroſe my ſelfe,and made the wag a fire, 


Prying more narrow by the fiers fame, 

I ſpide his Quiuer hanging at his backe ; 

Doubring the bey nic my misfortune frame, 
I would hue gone for feare of further wracke. 
But what feard,did me poore wretch betide, 

For forth he drevy an Arrow irom his fide, 
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He pierſt the quicke,and | began to ſtart, 
A 4 uk wound,but that it was too high, 
His ſhaft procurde a ſharpe, yet ſugred imart, 
Amway he flew, for now his wings were drie. 
But lefethe Arrow ſticking in my breſt, 
There ſore I grieue, I welcom'd ſuch a Gueſt, 


Naturall compariſons with perfctt loue. 


*" He loweſt trees have tops, the Ant her gall, 

The flic her ſplene, the little ſparkes their heats: 
The ſlender haires caſt ſhadowes,thovgh bur ſmall, 
And Beeshaue ſtings,although they be nor great. 

Seas haue their ſourſe,and ſo haue ſhallow ſprings, 
And loue is loue, in Beggars, as 1n Kings, 


Where riuers ſmootheſt run,deepe are the fords. 

The Diall ſticres, yet none perceies it moue, 

The firmeſt faith is in the feweſt words, 

- The Turtles cannot fing, and yet they Joue, 

True harts haue cies, and cares no tongues to ſpeake, 
They heare,and ſee,and figh,and then they breake. 


I An anfwere to the firſt taffe, that lawe is unlike 
is Beggars and in Kings, 


C Ompare the Bramble with the Cedar tree, 
The Piſmires anger wick the Lions rage: 
What is the buzzing flie where Eagles be? 
A drop the ſparke,no Seas can Aetna ſwage, 
Small is the heate in beggars breaſts that ſprings, 
But flaming fire conſumes the hearts of Kings. 


Who ſhrouds himſelfe where ſlender haires caſt ſhader 
But mighty Okes may ſcorne the Suramer Sun: 
Small cure w.'ll ſcrue, where Bees the wound haue made 
But Dragons poyſon through each part doth run, 
Light 's th: loue that beggars boſome ſtmgs, 
Dcepe is the wound that Cupid makes in —_ 2 
m 
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$mall channels ſerue, where ſhallow ſprings qo ſlide, 
And lictle helpe will turne or ſtay their cour 
The higheſt banks ſcarce hold the ſwelling tide, 
Which ouetthrowes all ſteps with raging force: 

The baſer ſort ſcarce wet them in S iprings, 

VV hich ouer-whelme thc heads of mighty kings, 


What though in both the heart be ſer of lone, 
The ſelfe ſame ground both corne and cockle breede: 
Faſt by the Bryar, the Pine-ttee mounts aboue, 
One kinde of grafle,the lade,and lennet feeds: 
So from the heart, by ſecret vertue ſprings, 
Valike defirein beggars and in kings, 


—_— 


A ſong in praiſe of a Beggars life. 


PRight ſhines the Sun, Play beggars play. 
Here's ſcraps enough to ſerue to day. 
VVhat ncife of Viols is ſo ſweete, 
As whenour merry clappers ring, 
VVhat mirth doth want where beggars meete, 
A begears life is for a king, q 
Eate,drinke,and play,fleepe whep we liſt, 
Go where we will, fo ſtocks be milt, 
Bright ſhines, 8c, 


The world is ours,and ours alone, 
For we alone haue world at will, 
VVe purchaſe not,all is our owne, 
Both fields and ſtreets we beggars fill, 
Nor care to get, nor feare to keepe, 
Did euer breake a beggars ſleepe, 
Bright ſhines, &c, 


A hundred head of blacke and white, 
yur our gownes ſecurely feede, 

It any darc his Maſter bite, 

Hedies therefore as ſere as Creede. 


Thus beggars lord it as they pleaſe, 
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And rone but beggars liue at caſc. 
Bright ſhine the Sun, &c, 


Vat beginning without making an end. 


B*gin, andhalfe is done, yet halfe vndone remaines, 
Begin that halfe,& all is done,8& thou art eaſd of pains 

The ſecond halfe is all againe,new worke muſt be begun 

Thus hethat ſtill begins,doth nothing bur by halues, 


And things half done, as good vndone, halt oxen are but 
(calues, 


Az Epigram to Sir Philiy Sidney in Elegiacall verſe, 
tranſlated out of Iodell,the French Poet. 


Cambridge worthy Philip,by this verſe builds thee an Altar 
Gainſt time & tempeſi, ſtrong to abide for ever, 

That praiſe of yerſes no length oftime can; aboliſh, 
VVith Greece & Italy purchaſed endlefle honour, 

I then purſuing their ſteps like glory to purchaſe, 
VVill make thy memory fargous in after ages, 

Andin theſe meaſured verſes thy glory be ſounded, 
So be thy holy fauour,helpe to my holy fury. 


Hexameters, wpon the nexer enough praiſed 
Sir Philip Sidney. 


VVhat can Inow ſuſpeR, or what can 1 feare any longer? 
Of did I feare, oft hope,whilt life in Sidney rewained : 
Of nothing can I now deſpaire,for noughtcan I hopefor: 
This good 1s in miſery, when great extremity grieues vs, 
That neither hope of good,nor fear ofworſe ca affright vs 
Andcanl the coplaine, whe no complaint ci auaite me? | 
How can I ſeeme to be diſcontet,or what can I weep for? 
He liues eternall, with eadlefſe plory bedecked : 
Yeaſtill on earth heliues,& ſtill ſhall liue by the Muſes, 


Another upon the ſame. 


VVhat ſtrange aduenture*what now vnlook't for arriull, 


Hath drawne the Muſes from ſweet Bocotia mountaines 
To 
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To chuſe our country,ts ſecke in London abiding? 

Are faire Caſtalian ftreamesdride/ſtands Cyrrha no longer? 
Or loue the Muſes, l.ike wantons oft to be changing? 

Scarce can I that ſuppoſe,ſcarc ethink1 thoſe ro be Muſes, 
No ſound of melody,no voice but dreary lamenring, 
Yer well I wort too well, Muſes moſt doletully weeping. 
See where Melpomene firs hid for ſhame in a corner(aie ? 
Here ye the carefull fighs,ferchr from the depth of her cn- 
There weepes Calliope, there ſometimes luſlyThaleia. 

Aye mel hs know I the cauſe,now ſeeke I no further, 
Here lies their glory, their hope, their onely reioycing; 

Dead lies ned Philip,the care and praiſcof Apollo : 

Dead lics his carkafſe, bur fame ſhall liue ro tke worlds end. 


Others upen the ſame. 


Whom can I firſt accuſe?whoſe fault account 1 the greateft, 
Where keptthe Muſes,what countries haunted Apollo? 
Where loured bloudy Mars,where lingred worthy Minerua? 
Whart could three ſiſters do more then nine in a combare? 
Was force of no force? Was faire entreaty refuſed? 

Where is the muſicke,cthat ſometimes moued Aleo? 

That gain'd Eurydice,that left Proſerpina weeping? 

Chooſe whether of the two you liſt, your skill ro be nothing: 
Or your moſtfaithfull ſeruants vakindly rewarded, 

And thou that braggeſt of skilfull ſurgery knowledge, 

That canſt of Simples diſcerne the xl. ſecrer, 

And giue fit plaiſters for woundes that ſeeme te becureleſle, 
Whereto auailes thy ſkill, that cannor Sidney recouer, 

And couldeſt thou whilome preuaile with deſtinie farall, 
For king Admerus gainſt courſe of naturall order, 

And canſt doe nothing to ſau ſo fairhfull a ſeruanr. 

As for Mars well I wet,cold froſt of Thracia kingdome, 

Hath kild all kindnes,no ruth of him can be look: for, 

And dainty Pallas diſdaind forſooth to be preſent, 

Enuy perhaps, nay grief as I geflc,was cauſe ofher abſence. 
Onely we poore wretches,whom Gods and Muſes abandon, 
Lament thy timelefle decay with ſorrowfull ourcries. 

But yet ifhap ſome Muſe,would adde new grace to my verſes, 
Germany,France,Italy, Spaine,Denwarke,Perfia,Turky, 


India where Pharbus climes from the ſea to the nts | 
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India where Phcebus declines from skie tothe Sea-warn'd? 

Tartary ,Pole,Lettow, Muſcouy,Bohemia,Norway, 

All Coaſts where riſing or falling Phcebus appeareth, 

Should heare,and wonder to heare thy glory reſounded, 

Armenian Tigres enrag'd for theft of a yongling, 

Princcly Lyons roaring,foi want of prey to be ſtarued, 

Fierce Beares,& gruntn g wild Boares,ypon Arcady moun- 
(raines, 

Should ſtanda ſtoniſht, forgerting naturall of-ſpring, 

Forgetting hunger,forgetung ſlaughter appolnced, 

As when Calliopes deere ſonne,ſweere harmony ſinging, 

Vnts the true confent ofhis Harpe ftrings runcd in order, 

Drew from their places wild beaſts and trees by the mufick, 

Swift flowing Hebrus ſtai'd all his ſtreames in a wonder, 

As if chill coldnefle frornc had them downe to the bottome, 

Bur for I wote too well my ſlender skill to be nothin g, 

Here will I quiteforſweare both Verſe ard Muſe in an anger 

Leſt hap my rudenefle diſgrace thy glory by praifing, 


Dignuns laude virum Mnſa vetat mori. | 
ToT ime. 


fe rnall Time,thatwaſteth without waſt, 
That art,and artnot,dieſt,and liveſt till; 
Moſt flow of all, and yet of greateſt haſt, 
Both ill and good,an1 neither goodnor ill. 
How can 1 iuſtly praiſe thee,or diſpraiſe, 
Darke are thy nights, bur bright and cleare thy daies. 


Both free and ſcarce,thou gin'ſtand rak'ſt againe, 

Thy wombe that all doth breede,is Tombe to all; d 

What fo by thee hath life, by thee they fall, 
Conſtant,inconſtant,moouing,ſtanding ſtill, 


Was,is,ſha!l be,doe thee both breede and kill. 


I - I loſe thee,while 1 ſecke to finde thee out, 

[I » The farther off,the more 1 follow thee: 

[| The faſter hold,the greater cauſe of doubt, 
Was,is,lknow, but ſhall, I cannot ſee, a 
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All things by thee are meaſured,thou by none: 
All are in thee, thou in thy ſelfe alone, 


eA Meditation vpen the frailty of this life. 


(JTrifiing toyes thar toſle the braines, 

While loathſome life doth Jaſt! 

O wiſhed wealth,O ſugred ioyes, 
O life when death is paſt; 

Who loaths exchange of loſſe with gaine? 
Yet loath we death as hell. 

What wofull wight would wiſh his woe? 
Yet wiſh we here to dwell. 

O fancy fraile that feedes on earth, 
And Rtaies on ſlipp'ry ioyes: 

O noble minde,O happy man, 

That can cantemne ſuchtoyes- 


Such toyes as neither perfect are, 
And cannot long endure, ': 
Our greateſt skill,our ſweeteſt ioy, 
Vncertaine and ynſure. 
For life is ſhort and learning long, 
All pleaſore mixt with woe. 
Sicknefle and ſNleepe,ſteale time vnſeene, * 
And ioyes doe come and gee. 
Thus learningis but learn'd by halfes, 
Andioy intoy'de no while, 
That ſerues to ſhew thee what thou want'h, 
This helpes thee.to beguile, 


But after death is perfe& skill, 
And ioy without decay, 
When ſinne is gone that blinds oureyes, 
And ſteales our ioyes away. 
No crowing Cocke ſhall raiſe ys vp, 
To ſpend the day in vaine, 
No weary labour ſhall ys driue, 
To goe to bed agaiae. 
But for we feele not what we want, 
Nor know not what we haue, We 
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We lone to keepe the bodies life, 
We loath the ſoule to ſaue, 


eA Dialogue betweene the Soule and the Boa). 
Soule, 
A Y me poore ſoule,vhom bound in finfull chaines, 
This wretched body keepes againſt my will! 
Body Aye me poore body, whom for all my paines, 
This froward ſoule cauſeleſſe condemneth ſti]. 
Soule Cauſelefle/yhen as thou ſtriu'ft to fin each day? 
Rody Cauſclefle,when as I firiue thee to obay- 
Soule Thouarr the meanes, by which I fall to fin, 
Body Thoa artthe cauſe thatlſerſt this meancs a yorke 
Soule No part of thee that hath not faulty bin, 
Body 1 ſhew the poyſon that in thee doth lurke. 
Soule I ſhall bepure when ſo 1 partfrom thee, 
Body So were I now,but that thou ſtaincſt me, 


S aphickes wpon the paſtion of ( hriſt, 


H Atred eternall, furious reuenging, 
Mercilefle raging, bloody perſecuting, 
Scandalous ſpeeches,odious reuilings 
Cauſcleffe abhorring: 
Impious ſcoffings by the yery abies, 
Dangerous threatning by the Prieſts annointed, 
Death full oftormentin a ſhamefull order, 
Chriſt did abide here. 
He that in glory was aboue the Angels, 
Changed his glory for an earchly Carkafle, 
Yeelded his glory toafinfull outcaſt, 
Glory refufing. 
Me that in bondage many finnesretayned, 
He for his goodnelſle,for his onely goodneſle, 
Brought from hel-rorments to the toyes of heauen, 
Not to bznumbred, 
Dead in offences,by his aydereuiued, 
Quickned in ſpirit, by the grace he yeeldeth, 
Sound then his praiſes, to the worlds amazement 
Thankefully Gioging., Diuers 
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DIVERSPOEMSOF 


A bymne in praiſe of Muſicke. 


PRaiſe, leaſure,profir,is that threefold band, 
Which ties mens minds more faſt then Gordions knot 
Each one ſome drawes,all three none can w1 
Offorce conioynde, Conqueſt is heardly got, 
Then muſicke may of hearts a Monarch be, 
W herein praiſe, pleaſure,profit ſo agree, 


Praiſe- worthy Muſicke is,for God it praiſeth, 

And pleaſant,four brute beaſts cherein delight, 

Great profir from it Howes,for why ic raiſeth 

The mind ouerwhelmed with rude paſsjons might : 
When againft reaſon paſsions fond rebell, 
Muſicke Joth that confirme,and thoſe expell. 


If Muſicke did not merit endlefle praiſe, 
Would heauenly Spheares delightin filuer round? 
If ioyous pleaſure were not in ſweets layes, 
Would they in Court and Country ſo abound? 
And profitable needes ye muſt thar call, 
Which pleaſure linkt with praiſe doth bring to all, 


Heroick minds with praiſes moſt incited, 
Secke praiſe in Muſicke and therein excell: 
God,man, beaſts, birds, with Muſicke are delighted, 
And pleatant tis whichpleaſerh a!l ſo well. 

—_— profit is os ſelfe content; 

And this will Muſicke bcing,and care preuent,” R 
When 


. - 


166 Sennets,Odes,Elegies, 


We lone to keepe the bodies life, 
We loath the ſoule to ſfaue, 


eA Dialogue betweene the Soule and the Boa). 
Soule, 
AY me poore ſoule,whom bound in finfull chaines, 
This wretched body keepes againſt my will ! 
Body Aye me poore body, whom for all my paines, 
This froward ſoule cauſeleſſe condemneth ſti], 

Soule Cauſelefle?when as thou ſtriu'ft to fin each day? 
Rody Cauſclefle,when as I firiue thee to obay- 
Soule Thouarr the meanes, by which I fall to fin, 
Body Thoda artthe cauſe thatſetit this meancs a worke 
Soule No part of thee that hath not faulty bin, 
Body 1 ſhew the poyſon that in thee doth lurke. 
Soule I ſhall bepure when ſo 1 partfrom thee, 
Body So were Inow,but that thou ſtaincſt me, 


S aphiekes wpon the paſzion of ( brift. 


H Atred eternall, furious reuenging, 
Mercilefle raging, bloody perſecuting, 
Scandalous ſpeeches,odious reuilings 
Cauſcleffe abhorring: 
Impions ſcoffings by the yery abies, 
—_—_ threatning by the Prieſts annointed, 
Death full oftormentin a ſhamefull order, 
Chriſt did abide here. 
He thatin glory was aboue the Angels, 
Changed his glory for an earthly Carkaſle, 
Yeelded his glory toafinfull outcaſt, 
Glory refafing. 
Me that in bondage many finnesretayned, 
He for his goodneſle,for his onely goodneſſe, 
Broughtfrom hel-rorments to the 1oyes of heauen, 
Not to bznumbred, 
Dead in offences, by his aydereuiued, 
Quickned in ſpirit, by the grace he yeeldeth, 
Sound then his praiſes, to the worlds amazement 
Thankefully fioging. Diuers 
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DIVERSPOEMSOF 
ſundry Authors. 


A bymne in praiſe of Muſicke. 


PRaiſe, leaſure,profit,is that threefold band, 
Which ties mens minds more faſt then Gordions knot 
Each one ſome drawes,all three none can withſtand, 
Offorce conioynde, Conqueſt is heardly got, 

Then muſicke may of hearts a Monarch be, 

W herein praiſe, pleaſure,profit ſo agree, 


Praiſe- worthy Muſicke is,for God it praiſeth, 

And pleaſant,fur brute beaſts cherein delight, 

Great profir from it Howes,for why ic raiſeth 

The mind ouerwhelmed with rude paſsjons might : 
When againft reaſon paſsions fond rebell, 
Muſicke Joth that confirme,and thoſe expell. 


If Muficke did not merit endlefle praiſe, 
Would heauenly Spheares delightin filuer round? 
If ioyous pleaſure were not in ſweete layes, 
Would they in Court and Country ſo abound? 
And profitable needes ye muſt that call, 
Which pleaſure linkt with praiſe doth bripg to all, 


Heroick minds with praiſes molt incited, 

Secke praiſe in Muſicke and therein excell: 

God,wan, beaſts, birds, with Muſicke are delighted, 

And pleatant tis whichpleaſerh a!l ſo well. 
—_—_—_— profit is then ſelfecontent; 
And this will Muſicke bring,and care preuent,” 


When 
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When antique Poets Muſicks praiſes tell, 

They ſay it beaſts did picaſe,and ſtones did moue: 

To proue more dull then ſtones, then beaſts more fell, 

Thoſe men which pleaſing Muſicke did not loue, 
They fain'd,ir Citties builc, and ſtates defended 
To ſhew the profite great on it depended, 


Sweete birds (pooremens Muſitians)neuer flake 
To ſing ſweer Muſicks prayſes day and night; 
The dyings Swaus in Muſicke pleaſure take, 
To fhew that it the dying can delight: 
In ſickneſſe, health;peace,warre,we doeit need, 
Which proues ſweet Muſicks profite doth exceed, 


But 1,by niggard praifing,doe diſpraiſe 
Praiſe-worthy muſicke 1n my worthlefſe Rime: 
Ne can the pleaſing profit of ſweet Jaies, 
Any ſauelearned Muſes well define, 
Yetall by theſe rude lines may clearely ſee, 
Praiſe, pleaſure, profice,in ſweet muſicke be. 


I, D. 


Ten Sonnets to Philomel, 


Sonnet 1, 


I pon Lowes entring by bus eares, 


(0) Ft did! heare,ou r eyes the paſſage were, 
Bywhich Loue entredto affaile our hearts 
Therefore I guarded them,and youde of feare 
Neglected the defence of other parts. 

Loue knowing this, the vſuall way ferſooke: 
And ſeeking found a by-way by mineeare. 

Ar which he entring,my hart priſoner tooke, 
And vnto thee ſweet Philomel did beare, 
Yertlet my heart,thy heart to pitty moue, 


Whoſe paiac is great,although ſmall fault appeare _ 


Y 
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Firſt it lies bound in fettring chaines of Loue, 
Then each day itis rackt with hope and feare, 
And with loues flames tis euermore conſumed, 
Onely becauſe to loue thee it preſumed, 


Sonnet 2. 


OVV did fame my heartto loue betray, 

By telling my Deares yertuc and perfection? 

Why did my Traitor eares to it conuey, 

That Syreneſong cauſe of my hearts infection? 

Had | beene dcafe,or Fame her giftes concealed, 
Then had my heart beene free from hopelefle Loue, 
Or were my |tate likewiſe by it reucaled, 

Well might it Philomel to pitty moue. 
Then ſhould ſhe know how L ue doth make me languiſh 
Diſtratting me twixt hope and dreadfull feare: 
Then ſhould ſhe know my care, my plaints and anguiſh, 
All which for her deare ſake 1 meckely beares 

Yea I could quietly Deathes paines abide, 

So that ſhe knew that for her ſake I di'de. 


Sonnet 3. 
Of hus owne,and of hus CMiſtreſſe ſickneſſe 
at one time. 


Cickeneſle entending my loue to betray, 
Before I ſhould fight of my deere obtaine? 
D1d his pale colours in my face diſplay, 
Leſt that my fauour mighr her fauvur gaine, 
Yet not content herewuh, like meanes it wrought, 
My Philomels bright beauty to deface: 
And naturesglory to diſgrace it,ſought, 
That my conceincd loue it might dilplace. 
But my firmeloue could this afſaule well beare, 
Which vertuec had,not beauty for his ground: 
And yet bright beames of beauty did appeare, 
Through ficknefle vaile, which made my loue abound 
It ficke(thought 1)her beauty ſo excell, 
Hove matchleſfſe would it be it ſhe were Well. RE, 
n- 


1, boy... 


i. * 
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Sonnet 4+ 


eAnother of her ſickyeſſe and reconery. 


AleDzath himſelfe did loue my Philomell, 
W her he hervyertues and rare beauty ſaw, 
Therefore he ficknefle ſent:which thould expell, 
His riuals life,and my deare to him draw. 
But her bright beauty dazled ſo his Eies, 
That his da'tlife did mifſe, though her it hit: 
Yet not therewith content,nevy meanes he tries, 
To bring her vnto Death,and make life flit. 
But Nature ſoone perceiuing,that he meant 
To ſpoile her onely Phoenix, her chiefe pride, 
Aſſemble all her force.and did preuent 
The greateſt miſchiefe that could yr betide. 
So both ourliues and loues Nature defended, 
For had ſhe di'de,my loue and life had ended. 


Sonnet 5, 


Allufion to Theſeus voyage to Crete, againſt thi” 


e Minetanre. 


MY loue is ſail'd againſt diſlike ro fight 

Which like vild monlter,threatens his decay: 
The ſhip is hope, which by ddfices great might, 

Is fwittly borne towards the wiſhed bay: 

The company which with my loue doth fare, 
(Though met in one)is a diſſenting crew: 

They are ioy,griefe,and neuer-ſleepimg care, 

And doubt which nere belecues good newes for true: 
Bl acke feare the flag is, which my ſhip doth beare, 
Which (Deere)takedowae,if my loue victor bez 
And let white comfort 1n his place appeare, 
When loue vicoriauſly returnes to me. 

Leaſt | from rockedeſpaire come tumbling done, 


And in a ſea of teares be forctto drowne, : 
0n- 


. 
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Sonnet 6, 


pon ber looking ſecretly out at a window ts be paſſid bye - 


(JN did my Philomel reflect on me, 

Her Criſtall poiated eyes as 1 paſt by: 
Thinking not to be ſcene. yer would me ſee, 
Burt ſoone my hungry cies their foo did ſpie, 

Alas,my deere could:t thou ſuppoſe,thar face 
Which ueeds no: enuy Phoebus chiefelt pride, 
Coul4 ſecret be, alchoughio ſecret place, 

And that tranſparant glafſe ſuch beames could hide? 

But if i had beene blind,yer Loues hot flame; 
Kindled in ny poure heart by thy bright eye, 
Did plainly ſhew when ito neere thee came, 
By more the yſuall heate then cauſe was nie. 

So though thou hidden wert,my heart and eye 

Did turne to thee by mutuall Sympathy, 


Sonnet 7. 


Vn time nor place would let me often view 
Natures chiefe Mirror, and my ſole delight, 
Her lively piQture in wy hearr Idrew, 

That I might it behold both day and night, 

But the, like Philips Son,feorning that 
Should portraiture;which wanred Apelles Art, 
Commanded Loue (who noughr dare her denie) 
Toburne the pitare which was in my keart. 

The more Louc burn'd the more her my ſhin'de 
The more it ſhin'd, the more my hearr did burn: 
So what to hurr her Piqureivwas aſsfen'd, ' 

To my hearts ruine and decay didturne. 
Loue could not burne the Saint, it was divine, 
And therefore fir'd my heart,the Saints poore ftrine, 


 Sonner 8. 
To the Sun of bis miſtiis beauty eclipſed with frawncs, 


A J Hen as the Sun eclipſedis, ſome fay, | 
It —— wind _ 


\ 
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And notyalike but ſuch things happen may, 

Sith like effe&ts my Su» ec)ipſed ſenderh 
Wineſſemy throat made hoarſe with thundring cries, 
And heart with loues hot flaſhing lightnings fired: 

VVitnefle the ſhowers which tell fall trom mine eies, 
And breſt with fighes like ſtormy winds neare rjucd. 
O ſhine then once againe ſweete Sun on me, 
And with thy beames diffolue clouds of deſpaire 
V Vhereof thele raging Meteors framed be, 
In my poore heart by abſence of my faire. 
So ſhalt thou proue thy beames thy heate,thy light, 
To match the Sun in glory,grace and might, 


Sonnet I XN, 


Upon ſending ber a gold ring,with this Poet, 
Pure nd Endieſſe. 


FE you would know the loue which I you beare, 
Compare it to the Ring which your tare hand 
Sha!l make more precious, when you ſhall it weare: 
So my loues nature you ſhal vnderſtaad, 

Is it of meccall pure? ſo you. hal p;oue ,, , .. 
My loue, which ne're oifagal thought did Raine, 
Hath it no ende ſo endlefle ts mylauey * tt  . - 
Vnlelle you it deltroy with yourd ſdang, 

Dothit the purer wax2 the.,mors t'is zride? 

So doth my loue : yet herein they diflent, 
That whereas gold the more tis purifide, ; ... 
Ry waxing leſlc,doth,ſhew ſome part is Ipent, 

My loue doth waxe wore, pure by your maze ftyipg, 

And yet enctcaſetbin the purifypg..JÞ ..... .. 
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The Hearts captinities 


Y cruell deerc hauingrcaptiu'de my heart, ' 
And bound it falt in chames of reſtlefle Joue? 
- Requizes it gytol bondage to depart, 
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Yet i$ the ſure from her it cannot moue, 


Draw backe ( ſaid ſhe) your hopclefle loue from me, 
Your worth requires a farre more worthy place, 


Vato your ſuite though 1 cannet agree 
Full many will it louingly embrace. 
It may beſo( my deere) but as the Sun 


When it appeares doth make the (tar< to vaniſh: 


So when your ſelfe into my thoughts do run, 

All others quite out of my heart you banith, 
The beames = vo perfeCtions ſhine fo bright, # 
That ſtraight-way tacy diſp-l all others lighr. 


1. D. 


A Himme in praiſe of Neptune, 


E Neptunes Empire let vs fing, 

At whoſe command the waues obey: A 
To whom the riuers t:1bure pay, 
Downe the high mountai:es fliding; 
To whom the (calic Nation yeelds 
Homage for the Chriltall fields 

Wherein they dwell. 

And euerie Sea-god paies a lem, 
Yeerely out of his watrie Cell, 
To decke great Neptunes Diadem: 


{ The Tritons dancing in a ring, 


Before hus Pallace gates,do make 
The water with their ecchoes quake, 
Like the great thunder ſounding: 
The Sea-Nimphs chane their accents ſhrill, 
And the Syrens taught to kl 
* _ Wirth their ſweete voyce: 
Mikeeu'fy ecchoing rocke reply, 
Vnto their gentle murmuring noiſe, + 


| The praiſe of Neptunes Empery, 


Th, Campion. 
7 py 
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This Hymne was ſung by Amphit»yte, Thameſis, and other 
Sea-X imphs in Grates-Inne Make at the 
Court, 1594, 


Of bis Miſtreſſes face, 


Nd would you ſee my miÞ--fle face? } 
| It is a floyury _ place: 
þ Where knots of deauty haue ſuchgrace, 1 
| That allis worke, and no where ſpace, \ 


[ 

| It isa ſweetdelitious morne, 

Where day is breedirg,neucr borne: 
It is a meadowe pet vaſhorne, 

Which thouſand lowers do adorne, 


| 
| 
| Iris thc heauens brighc reflexe, | 
| Weake eyes todazlt and to vexe: 
lf It is th'Idxa of her ſexe, 
Enuie of whom doth world perplexe. } 
{% 


| - Iris a face of death that ſmiles, 

i | Plealing,thowuch it kill the whiles ? 

W here death and Joue in pretty wiles, 
Each other mutually beguiles, 


It is faire beauties freſheſt youth, 
Itis a fain'd Eliziums truth: 


lt . The ſpring that wintred harts renu'th, T 
| And this is that my ſoule purſu'th, d 

's | « 
| l Upon ber Paleneſſe. d * 

| | PLamenot my cheeks, though pale with loue they be, 
| The kindly heate into my heart is Fowne; 


i To cheriſh it that is diſmaid by thee, 
| l W ho art ſo cruel! and yaſtedfaſt growne. 
For Nature cal'd for by diſtreſſed hearts, 


dicgleas,and quite fogfakes the outyrazdparts, 


andother Poefies. 


But they whoſe cheekes with carelefle bloud are ſtain'd, 
Nurſe not one ſparke of loue within their hearts, 
And when they woo,they ſpeake with paſsion faind, 
For their fat loue lies in their outward parts, 

But in their breſts wher2 loue his court ſhould hold 


Poore Cupid fits,and blowes his nailes for cold, 
T ho, Campion, 
Of Cormnaaes ſinging. 


7 Hen to her Lute Corinna firgs, 
Her voice reuiucs the leaden ftripgs, 
And doth in higheſt notes appeare, 
* As anychalleng'deccho clecre, 
2 But hea ſhe doth of mourning ſpeake, 
} Fu'nwith ker ſighes the ſtrings do breake. 


. 
[av 


* Andas her Late doth live or die, 

| Led by herpaſsions, ſo muſt I; 

For when of pleaſure ſhe dorh fing, 

My thoughts enioy a ſodaine ſpring, 

But if ſhe doe of ſorrow ſpeake, 

* Eu'nfrom my heart theftrings do breakt, 


A Dialogue betmixt the I oner and bis Lady. 


: I 


Ady, my flame till burning, 

And my conſuming anguiſh, 

* Doth grovyy fo great, that life 1 feele to languith, 
Then et your heart be moucd, 

riefe and yours, ſo long time proucd. 
the heare that my chiete part ſo firerh, 
Yeelding the fruic that fairbfull loue requireth, 


Weere Lord, your flame ſtill burning, 
And your conſuming anguiſh, 
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Cannot be more than mine, in which Llanguiſh, 
N »r more your heartis moued, 


To endyourgriefe and mine,ſo long time proued, 


Bur if | yeeld, and ſo yourloue decreaſerh 
Then Lmy louer loſe, and your love ceaſerh, 
[onoto, 


An Elegie of a womans beart. 
() Faithlefſe world, and thy moſt faithlefle part, 


A womans heart: 

The true Shop of yariety,where fits, 
Nothing bur fits, 

And feauers of defire,and pangs of lone, 
Which toyes remoye. 

Why was ſhe borne to pleaſe, or I to truſt 
Words writ in duſt? 

Suffripg her eyes to gouerne my deſpaire, 
My paine for ayre, 

And fruit of time rewarded with ynttuth, 
The foode of youth, 

Vntrue ſhe was, yet Tbeleeu'd her eyes, 
Inſtructed ſpies, 

Til 1 was taught, that loue was butaſchoole : 
To breede a foole. 

Or ſought ſhe more the triumphs of denia], 
To lee a triall, 

How farher ſmiles comanded my weaknes? 

eelde and confefle. 

Excuſe not now thy folly,nor her nature: 
Bluſh and endure 

Aſwell thy ſhame,as paſsis that were vaine # 


And thinke thy gaine, 
To know that loue,lodg'd in a womis breſt 
Is but a guelt, 
- H. W. 


A Poeſie to prone affetion is not louts 
# Onceit begorren by the eyes, 
Is quickly borne,and quickly dies: 
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and other Poeſies. 
For while it ſeekes eur hearts to haue, 


Meane while there reaſon makes his graue : 


For many things the eyes approue, 
Which yet hiker doth ſeldome loue, 


For a5 the ſeeds in ſpring time ſowne, 
Die iv the ground ere they be growne, 
Such is eenecit, whoſe rooting failes, 
As child that in the cradle quailes: 
Orelſe within the mothers wombe, 
Hath his beginning, and his tombe, 


AﬀeQion followes Fortunes wheeles: 
And ſoone is ſhakea from her heeles , 
For following beauty or eſtate, 

Ker liking fill is turn'd to hate» 

For all if-Rions haue their change, 
And fancie onely loues to ravge. 


Deſire himſelfe runs out of breath, 

And getting;doth but gaine his death, - 
Deſire, nor reaſ#n hath, nor reſt 

And blinde deth ſe}dome chuſe the beſt, 
Defire attain'd is not defire, 
But as the cinders of the fire, 


As ſhips in ports defir'd are drownd, 
As fruit onceripe,then fals to ground, 
As flies that ſeeke for flames, are brought 


3 Tocinders by the flames they ſought: 


So fond defire when it attaines, 
The liks expires,the woe remaines, 


And yet ſome Poets faine would proue, 
AﬀeCtion to be loue; 
And that deſire 1s of that kinde, 


$ Nolkfle apaſsion of the mjnde. 


As if wild beaſts and men did feeke, * 
Taltke,to louc,to chuſe alike: 5 
W, of 
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Madrigal 
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MADRIGAL 


Is praiſe of te, 


FAuſtina hath the fairer face, 

And Phillida the better grace, 
Both haue mine eye enriched, 

This fings full ſweetly with her voice, 

Her fingers make as ſweete a noile, 
Both haue mine care bewitched, 

Ay me! fith Fates haue ſo prouided, 

My heart (alas) muſt be diuided, 


To bis Ladies garden,being abſent far from ber, 


(Arden more then Eden blefled, 
Artthou thus to haue thy bowers, 

Free'd from winter, and till dreſſed, 

With her faces heau'n-ict flowers? _ 


Happy too are thoſe thy allies, 
Where her faire feete deigne to tred, 
Which departing expths ow vallies, 
Shall ro the milkie way be led, 


Thy trees whoſe armes her embraced, - 
And who: fruit her lips do kiſſe, 

In whoſt vertuays minde well placed 
The race uree of khowledge is, 


Happy are: ſo thy birds be, 
Whom ſhe :aupht to ſing by art, 
Wh 1n heauealy-harmony-.. , 
Wath the Angels beares apart, 


Happy bleſt,and fortunate, 

Bow. rs,Allies, Trees,and Birds, 
Bur my moſt vnhappy ſtate, 

Farre furmounts all reach ofwords, 
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V pon bis Ladies fickneſſe of the ſmall Pocks. 


E: Ruell and ynpartiall ſickneffe, 
Sword of that Arch-Monarke death, 
That ſubdues all ſtrength by weakneſle, 
Whom all kings pay tribute breath, 


Are not theſe thy ſteps I tracke, 

In the pure ſnow of her face, 
When thou did'it attempt to ſacke 
Her hues fortreſſe,andit races 


Th'heauenly hopy thou didſt ſucke, 

From her Roſe cheeks might ſuffice, 

Why then didit thou marre and plucke 
Thoſe deere flowers of rareſt price? 


Mean'ſt thou thy Lord to preſent 

With thoſe rich ſpoyles andadorne, 
Leauing me them to lament, 

Andin Inkes blacke teares thus mourne? 


No : Ile in my boſome weare them, 

And cloſe tocke them in my heart: 

Thence, nor time,nor death, ſhall beare thE, 
Till I from my ſelfe doedepars. 


Th. S pilman, 
, A Sonnet in the grace of wit of tongue of face, 


Rer face, her rongue,her wit, ſofaire,ſo ſweer,ſo ſharpe, 
Firſt dent,the drew,now hit, mine eie,mine car2,my hart? 
Mine eie,mine eare,my heart,to like,to learne,to loue, 
Her face, hir tong,hir wit, doth lead,doth ceach,dothmoue 
Her face hir tong,hir wit, with beams, with ſofid, with art 
Doth blind, doth charme,doth rule,mine cie,mine care, 
my hearrc, 
Mine eie,mine eare,my hart, with life, yvith hope, with skil 
Her faec,ner cong, her yuit,do;b feed doth teaſt,doth = 
. 1 $ 


Abſcnceis preſent, time doth tary, 
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Oface,o tong,o wit,with frowns, with checks, with ſmart 
Wring not, vex not,woiid not mineey,mine earce,my hart 
This ere,this eare,this hare,fhal ioy,ſhal bind, ſhall ſw -are, 
Your face,your topg,your wit,to ſerue,to loue,to feare- 


Sownet, 
For ber heart onely. 


ON*v (ſweet Loue)affeord me but thy heart ' 

Then cloſe thine eyes within their ivory coucrs, | 
That they to me no beame of light impart, | 
Athough they ſhine on all thy other louers, 

As for thy lip of ruby,checke of 'roſe, | 
Though I haue kiſt thera oft with ſveere content,  . | 
I am content that ſweet content to loſe, | 
If they ſweete Will will not barre me, 1 afſent, 

Let me not touch thy hand, but through thy gloue, 
Nor let it be the pledge of kindoefle more: 
Keepe all thy beauties to thy ſelfe,ſweet Inue, 
I askenot ſuch bold favours as before, 

I beg but this, afford me but thy heart, 

For then I kno vw thou wilt the reſt impart 


ODE. 


That time and abſence proes, 
Aather belps ben bur ts to lowes. 


A Bſence,heare thou my Proteftation, 
Againſt thy ſtrengrh, . 
Diſtance, and length: 

Do what you can for alteration, 

For hearts of trueſt mettlef | 

Abſence doth ioyne, and time doth ſettle. | 


Wholoues a Miſtris of ſuch quality, ; 

He ſoone hath found  * 

AﬀeCtion ground _ Y } 

Beyond time place,and all mortality 
To hearts that cannot vary, 


the 
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My ſences want their outward motions: 
Which now within 
Reaſon dath win, 
Redoubled in her ſecret notions: 
- Like rich men that take pleaſure, , 
In hiding,more then handling Treaſure, 


By abſence,this good meanes I gaine, 
That 1 can catch her, 
Where noce can watch her, 
In ſome cloſe corner of my braine. 
There 1 embrace and kifle her, 
And ſo 1 both enioy and miſle her, 


The true lowes knot, 


] ue is the linke, the knot,the band of vnity 
And all that loue,do loue with their bclou'd to bes 
Louec onely did decree, 
To change his kind in me. 
For though I lou'd with all the powers of my minde, 
And through my reſtles thoghes, their reft in her did find, 
Yet are my hopes declind, | | 
Sith ſhe is moſt vnkinde, 
For ſince her beauties Sun my fruitleſſe hope did breede, 
By ablenec from that Sun. 1 ——_— ſterue that weede, 
Though abſence di i 
My hopes not ſRarue, butfeed, 
For when I ſhift my place,like to ths ſtricken Deere, 
I cannot ſhift the ſhaft, which in my fide I beare: 
By meit reſteth there 
The cauſe is not elſewhere, 
So haust feenc the ſicke to runne and turne againe, 
As it that outward change,could eaſe his inward patng 
Bu* £1] alas in vaine, 
The fit doth fill remaine. 
Yet goodnes 15 the ſpring from whence this ill Jathgrow 
For goodnes cauſd the louc, which great reſpe& did owe 
ReſpeRtrue loue did ſhow, 
True Loue thus wrought my woe. 


Tome 
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S onunet, 


Eft =__ ſhe 1s, when loue is moſt expreſt, 

And ſometime ſaies that loue ſhould be required, 
Yetis ſhe grieu'd my loue ſhould now be righted, 
When that my faith hath prou'd what [ proteſt, 

Am Ibelou'd whoſe heart is thus eppreſft, 
Ordeere to her,and not in her ſelighted ? 
Tliuc to ſee the Sun,yet ſtill benighted, 

By her deſpaire is blanrde,and hope ſuppreſt, 

She (till denies, yer till her heart conſen </ 
She grants me all,but that which 1defire, 
She fuell ſends, but bids me leaue the fre, 
Shelers me die,and yet my death lamenteth, 

O fooliſh loue, by reaſon of thy blindneſle, 

I dic for want of loue, yet kild with kindneſſe, 


Sonnet, 


Vn a weake child is ficke,and out of quiet, 


And for his tendernefle cannot tuſtaine 
Phiſicke of cquall ſtrength vnto his paine, 
Phiſitions to the Nurſe preſcribe a diet. 

O lam ficke,and in my ficknefle weake, 
And through my weakaeffe dead,if | bat take 
The pleaſanteſt receit,that art can make, 
Orif 1 heare but my Vhiſttion ſpeake. 

But ah (faire God of Phiſicke) it may be, 
Bur Phificke to my Nurſe would me recouer, 
She whom I loue with beauty nurſeth me, 
But with a bitter mixture kils her louer. 

Yer 1 afſure my felfe, 1 ſhould nor die, 

If id vrere purged of her crueltie. 


SFoxnet, 


vV Fre as baſe as is the lowly plaine, 
Andyou (my loue) as high as heau'n aboue, 
Yer ſhovld the thoughrs of me your humble ſwaine, 
Aſcend t+ heauen, in honour of my loue, a 
cre 
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Were las high as heau'n aboue the plaine, 

And you (my love) 2s humble and as lov 

As are the deepeſt bottoms of the Mayne, 

Whereſo'ere you were,with you my loue ſhould go, 

Were yau the earth (deere loue) = l the skies, 

My loue ſhould ſhine on you like to the Sun, 

And looke ypon you with ten thouſand eyes, 

Till beau'n waz't blind. and tillthe world were dun. 
W here fo'ere 1 am,be!ow,orelſe aboue you, 
Wherceſo'cre you are,my heart fhall traly loue you, 


I, S. 
Aadrigall. 


MY loue in her attire doth ſhew her wit, 
It doth ſo well become her: 
For euery ſeaſon ſhe hath dreflings fit; 
For Winter, Spring, and Summer, 
No heautic ſhe doth miſle, 
When all her Robes are 6n, 
But beauties ſelte the is, 
When all her tobes are gone. 


4 Poeme. 


WAVES I to you of all my woes complaine; 
Which you make me endure without releaſe, 
With ſcornefull ſmiles you anſwere me againe, 
Thar louers true mult beare and hold their peace. 
Decre 1 will beare,and hold my peace, if you 

Will hold your peace,andbeare what 1 ſhall do, 


F. D. 


Sonnet, 


He Poets faine that when the world began, 
Both ſexes in one body did remaine, 
Till louc ( offended with this double man} 
Cauſd Vulcan to diuide him znto twaine, 


I94 Sonnets, Odes, Elegies, 


In this diuifion he the heart did ſeuer, 
But cunningly he did iadent the heart, 
That if there were a reuniting ener, 
Each part might knovy which was his counterpart, 
See then (deere loue) th'indentute of my heart, 
And reade the cou'nants writ with holy fire, 
See ( if your heart be notthe counterpart, 
Of my true hearts indented chaſt defure.) * 
And if itbe, ſo mayit cuer be, 
Two hearts in one,twixt you.my loue and me, 


5 * 


An inuetliue againft women. 


Ak women faire ? I wondrous faire to ſee too, 
Are women ſweet ? Yea paſsing ſweet they be to: 

Moft faire and ſweet to them thatinlie lone them, 

Chaſte and diſcreet to all, ſaue thoſe that proue chem, 


Are women wiſe? Not wiſe but they be witty, 
Are women witty? Yea,the more the pitty: 
They are ſo witty,and in witſo wily,. 

Thatbe yene're ſo wiſe, they will beguile ye. 


Are womeu fooles ? Not fooles,but fondlings many; 
Can wornexs fond be faithfull yaro any? #1 
When ſwow:rwhite ſwans do turne to colour fable, 
Then women fond will be both firme and table. 


Are women Saints? No Saints,nor yetno diuels 
Are women good? Not good, but needfull euils, 
So Angel-like,thatdiuels I do not doubt them, 
So necedtull ils,rhat few can liue without them. 


Are women _ L,paſsing proud,and praiſe them. 
Are women kind} {, wondrous kind and pleaſe them; 
Or ſoamperious,no man can endure them, 

Or ſo kind-hearred,any may procure them, 


I gnots, 
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* Lones embaſiie mn an lambicke Elegie, 


V Nhappy verſe | the witnefle of vnhappy tare, 
Make thy ſelfe flutcring wings of thy faſt fiying thoght 
And fly forth yato my loue, whereſocuer ſhe be. S 


Whether lying reſtleſle in h:auy bed;erelſe 
Sitting ſo cheerleſſe at the cheerfull boord,or elſe 
Playing alone careleſle on her heaun'ly Virginals, 
Ifin bed,tell her that mine cies can take no reſt : 
If at boord, x11 her that my mouth can raſte no foeder 
If at her Virginals, tell her I can heare no mirth. _ 


Asked why fay waking Loue ſuffereth no ſlcepe: 
Say that raging loue doth appall the weake Rtomacke ? 
Say that lamenting loue marrevh the Muficall. p 


Tell her, that her pleaſures were wont tolull me 2 fleepe 
Tell her;that her beauty: ras Wont to feede mine eyes? 
Tel her,that ber ſweet tong was wont to make me migth. 


Now do I gy ebeaecting my kindly reſt: 

Now do, I daily ſtarue, wanting my liuely foode: 

Now dol alwaies die, wanting my timely mired, 1111s 
And if Twaſte, who will bewaile my heauy chance? /-/! 
Andif I ſtarue,who will record my curled end? 

And if 1 die, who will Gy,this ras Immerito, 


Edmund Spencer, 


Sonnet, 


Lanes ſcuen deadly ſnmes. 


M Ine eye withall the deadly finnes is fraught, 

x. Firſt proud,fith it preſur'd to looke fo hier 
A warchman being made,ftood gazing by, | 
2.And Idle,tooke uo heed ull I was caught: 


3, And 
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3, And Fnuious beares enuy,that my thought 
Should in his abſence be to her ſo nie: 

4. To kill myheart,mine eye let in her eye, 

And ſo content gave toa murther wrought: 

5, And couerons, it neuer would remoue 

From ker faire haire,gold ſo doth pleaſe his ſight. 

6. V nchaſt,a bawde betweene my heart and loue, 
7. A glutton eye,with teares drunke every night, 
Theſe finnes procured haue a Goddefle irc : 
Wherefore my heact is damn's in loves ſweerte fire, 


df. Sonnet, 


Totw3 moſt Honerable'ant virthous Lades ind Siſters, the 
LadieMargaret Counteſſe of Cumberland, the 
Ladie Anne Counteſſe of Warmicke. 


FE Siſtor- Muſes, do not you repine, 
_ That I two fiſters doc with nine compare, 

\ Since eth of thele'sfarre morecruly tare, ' 
Theh the whole troope-6f all che heau nly nine,” 


-Bur it ye Ske me which is more divine, 


I anſwere,like ro their twinne eyes they are, 
Of which, eachis more bripht then brighreſt farre. 
Yet neither doth more brighethan other ſhine, 
Siſters of ſpotlefle fame, of whom alone -  - / 
Malitious tongues take pleaſure ro ſpeake well, 
How could] you commend; fith either one 
All things inheau'n' and earth ſo farre excell? 
The onely praiſe learryougiue;\is this, 
That one of you, like tv the other is, 
: H, C, 


QDE. 
Of Cynthia: 
Tr ancient readers of heauens booke, 
Whack with curious eye did looke - 
Into Natures ſtory, 
All things vader Cynthia tooke 
To be tranlitory * 


ana other Poeſies. 


This the learned onely knew, 

But now all men finde it true, 
Cynthia is deſcended, 

With bright beames,and heauenly herr, 
And lefler tarres attcaded. 


Lands and Seas the rules below, 
Where things change ,and ebbe,and flow, 
Spring, maze olde, and periſhs 
Onely time which all doch mow, 
Her alone doth cheriſh, 


Times yong houres attend her ſtill, 
And her eyes and checekes do fill, 
With freſh youth and beauty: 6 | 
All her louers olde do grow, } 
Buttheir hearts,they donotſo | | 
In their loue and dutie, | | 


This ſong was ſung beſorc ber ſacred Maieftie «t « ſhew on borſt- 
backe, wherewith the right Hongrable the Earle of = 
Cumberland preſented her Highneſſe 


on Alay day laſt, che 
Of lone gift; | 
V Ho glues a gifrto binde a friend thereby, : 
Doth ſet or put his gift to vſury: 


And he that giues a gift that is not free, 

Giuz where he lift, ſo that he giue tlot me. 
For bought and (old is friendſhip ſtrange, 
Who lives by ſelling, lives by change, . 
And he that loues to change his friegd, 
Will curae to nothing in the end. 


The Anatomic of Lowe. 


N Ow what is loue, I pray thee tell? 
It is that fountaine and that yell, 
Where pleaſure and repentance dwell ; 
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It is perhaps that ſounding bell, 
That tols all in,to heauen, or hell, 
And this 1s Loue,as I hearetedll. 


Now what is loue, Ipreth thee ſay? 

Itis a worke on holy day, 

It is December match'd with May 

When luftie blouds in freſh array, 

Heare ten months after of their play: 
And this is loue, as 1 heare ſay, 


Novy what is loue,! preth thee faine, 
It is a ſunſhine mixt with raine, 

It is a gentle pleafing paine, | 
A flower thatdies,and ſprings againe, 


* Itis in faith that would full faine, 


And this is loue, and nota ſtaine, 


Yet what is loue I preth thee ſay, 

It is a pretty ſhaddoyy way, 

As wedllfound out by night as day, 

Itis a thing wil ſoone decay 

Then take the vantage while you may, 
And this is loue as Iheace fay. 


Now what is loue, I preth thee ſhow, 
A thing that creepes and cannot goy 
A prize that pafſeth too and fro, 
A thing for one, a thipg for moe, 
And he that proues ſhallfindit ſo 
Aad this is ſome {weete friend] trew. 


In yaine I live, ſuch ſorrow lines in me, - 
In vaine liues ſorrow,fince by her I line: 
Life works in yaine,where death will Maſter be, 
Death ſtriues in yaine,where life doth vertue giue + 
Thus each of ys would werke an others woe, 

And hurts himſelfe ig yaine , andhelpeshis foe. 


eA 


and other Poeſies. 


4 Poeme. 


[ F wrong by force had Juſtice pur to flighs, - 

Yet were there hope ſhe might returne-agalae, . 
If I:wlefle warre had ſhut her vp from fight, 
Yetlawfull peace might (oone reſtore her traine- 

But now alas, what hope of hope is left, _ 

When wrongfull death hath her of lite bereft? 


The Sun that often fals,doth often riſe, 

The Moone that waineth, waxeth full with light: 

Bat he that death in chaines of darknefle ties, 

Can neuer breake the bands of laſting night. 
What then remairies but teares of lofle to maile, 
In which all hope of morrall helpe doth faile? 


Who then ſhall reepe, nay who ſhallteares refraine, 
If common harmes muſt moue the minds of all? 
Toe few are found that wrongfull hearts reftraine, 
And of too few,too many death dorh call, 
Theſe common harmes I waile among the reft, 
But priuate lofſe denies to be expreſt. 


tA Poeme in the nature of an Epitaph of 


a friend, be 1 


JF ſepdame natnre haue beene ſcant, 
In dealing bauries gifts to mee: 
My wit ſhall helpe ſupply that want, 
Andskill in ſteed of ſhape ſhall bee, * 
My ſtatnre I confelle is ſmall, 
And therefore nill 1 boaſt of warre. 


My name ſhall fill the heauens and all, 
This skin ſhall ſerue to hide that skarre, - 
My head to beare the helme ynfit, 

My hands ynapt to murther mens 

But little heads oft hold much wit, | 
And feeble hands can guide a Pen, | 


-o—_— 
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Lones contentment. 


Death is my doeme,amwarded by diſdaine, 

A —_— death that will not let me die, 

This le p. | of life is lengthning of my paine, 

And length of paine gets ſtrength of paine thereby: 
And \trength of paine,makes paineof longer laſt, 
Ah who hath ry de wy life to paine ſ faſt? 


And yetl1 ſeeme, as if Idid bur faine, 
Or make my griefe much greater then I neede, 
When as the care to hide my burning paine, 
With ſecret fighes, conſtraines my heart to bleed, 
Yet well I wore, be kild I hall nor be, 
Vatill by death a proofe thereof you ſee. 


Bur if this ,the witneſle of my woe, 
Whoſe ſtony wals enteard my plaints containe, 
Had ſence tofeele,and tongue my patne to ſho, 
Which hee incloſd, I vtter all in vaine, 
You ſoonerſhould know that moſt I make my mone, 
Alone,if he that loues can be alone. 


Why ſhould I ſecke to make my ſhame be knowne, 

That foolithloutis cauſer-of my paine? , 

( Forgive me love) the ſpeech is not mine owne, 

But ſo they ſpeake chat thee and thine difdaine, 
And 1 my ſclte contefle my $kill roo fall, 


To pleade forloue,and clecre wy (clfe withalL 


What reaſon can my fimple witdeviſe, 
Why bootleſle griete hould thus my minde afflia? 
I loue the thoughts, that loue it ſelfedeſpiſe, 
I ſeekefor that I neuer looke to finde. 
Ofc haue l heard,for which | thirke 1 die, 
Thine angrie tongue all kigd of loue defie. 


Yet is my life vpon thy promiſe ſtaid, 
By which thou haft affur'd me ofthy loue, 
And though thereby my heate be nor allaide, 
No ſtay of flight, where gainets iti}] aboue. 
Yet 


and other Poeſies, 


Yet fince thy heart can yeeld roloue no more, 
I reſt conteat, although 1 die therefore, 


Luis Deus oppoſuit noftris ſua numiaa votis? 
4 repentant Poeme. 
Though late my heart,yet turne art laſt, 
And ſhape thy courſe another way, 
Tis berter loſe thy labour palt, 
Then follow on to ſure decay, 


Whar though thou long haue ſiraid aways 
In hope of grace for mercy cry. 


Though wei$ht 0. finnedeth prefſe thee downe, 
And keepethze grou'ling on the ground, 
Though blacke deſpaire, with angrie frowne, 
Thy wit and judgement quite confound: 

Though time and wit haue bene miſpent, 

Yet gracc is left if thou repent. 


Weepe then my heart, weepe ſtill and ſtil, 
Nay melt to flouds of flowing teares, 
Send eurſuch fhrikes as heau'n may fill, 
And pierce thine angric Iudges cates, 
And let thy ſoule that harbours fin, 
Bleede ſtreames of bloud co drowne itin. 


+ Then ſhall thine angrie ludges face, 4 
To cheerzefull reve rfl ly 7 
Then ſhall ghy-loule grace, a 
And bas, 7 For confiraind to flie. i Gor 
Eucn ſo. my God, oh wheat how long? © © 
I would, bur fin is tov roo ftrongs''' 77 2 


I ftrine to riſe, fickeeps ne downe, 
I fly from fin, fin followes me, 

My will doth reath ar glories crowne, 

VVeake 1s my ſtrength, ic will not be. : 
See how my fainting ſoule doth pant, 

© letthy ſtrengrh ſupply wy want, 


; LY Hether thy choice,or chance thee hither brings, 
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To the Epitaphwpon the heart of 


Henry the third late King of France 
and Poland: flaine 1589. by A 


Tacobine Frier. 


Vponthe Tombe of his heart in the Church 


of Samt { lon, neere Paris, adionning to the 
houſe where he was ſlaine. p 


Adfta viator,&+ dole Regum vicem, 

Cor Regis iſto conditum eſt [ub marmore, 
ui tra Gallis, tnra Sarmatis dedit. 

Tettus Cuctllo bunc ſuftu!tt Sicarius, 

Abi} tator, & dole Regium vicem, 


Thas Parapha flicath Engliſhed. 
” [4 4 


" Y Stay Paſſenger ahdwaile the hapoF kings. 

This little ſtone, a great/Kings heart dathihold, 

Thee rw'ld the fickoFrerichy/b11d Pladkes boldel! i” 
om with a migbtig warkke haftacttende *5*! >| 

With traiteroushnifeyacouled monſter ended; © -* 

So fraile are euenths | quan, things. .'": 

Go pallenger, and walle the hap of Kings, _. 
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An Epitaph on Hewry the fourth 
the laſt French King. 


Hat we ſhould more bewaile the hap of kings, 
Great Henry Bourbons death occalion brings, 
To Henty Valois next crownd King of France, 
Next both in bloud, iu name, in reigne, ia chance, 
Perils his youth, wats did his manhood ſpend, 
His old a. epeace, till murder his lif- did end: 
His conqueſts g'ory,his wiledome peace did win, 
His faith heauen, Chriſt pardon for his finne, 


An Epitaph ow Ducene Elgabeth, 7 


| Lira that great waiden'Q ueene lizs heers,'* £ 
W ho gouern'd Eneland foure and fortie yeare, 


Our caines refiride in Ireland tamde, Belgia proteted, 
Friended France, foiled Spaine,and Pope reieRed?” / 


Princes feund ker powerfull, the world vertuous, 
Her ſubiets wiſe and wſt,and GodYeligious: 
God hath her ſoule,the world her adrwiration, 
SubieCts her good geeds,Princes her liiration, 
& It: © Mens Tenth,” > 
Diuers rare gems inthee O ynian ſhing:. - 
Firlf feauen Margarites in thy lewell ſtand: 
Matildaes three, three lanes of regall line, 


Two royall Mities, twoElizaes;and” i Os | 


One Isbell, Anne, Sidill, arid Margery;''** 
All royall gems, ſet princely fine in thee,' * fin 


But firſt in it doth Agaſia ſhitie, - 
Who fiſt with Duritus it began to make, - * 


M1 moody HH); 
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#' Then Margret,next of our King Edgars line, 

#5 VVhom Malcolme King of Scors,to wife did take, 

VVhoſe grandchild Mawde our Empreſle did conioine þ 
Scots,Saxon, Norman bloud in our Kings line, 


For their child Marde,our firſt Henry did marry, 
i Of them Martild our ſaid Empreſle did ſpring: 
By whoſe ſecond husband our Kings did carry 
Name of great Plantagener,then Scots King 
Firſt Alexander did Sibilla wed, 
V'Vho ſprong from out VVilliam conquerors bed, 


The third Matild their firſt king Dauid maried, 
Earle VValdoffes daughter,necce to great K VVilliam: 
Iane our King lohns daughter thither wascaried 
By their ſecond Alexander after came 
Their third King Alexander who did marry 
An other Margret, daughter of our third Harry, 


From them two did another Margret ſpring, 
VVbo by Norwaies Prince a fourth Margiet had, 
Scots infant Queene whom firſt Edward our king: 
To haue married to bis ſonne,would haue bene glad. 
. Sg ScotlardsPeaxes would too : her dearh fayd nay; 
- VVkich onely this great vnign then did ſtay. | 


Y Vhen he his ſonne maried.ro (hy 


10 


heire of France 
haue claimed 


Though this our ſecond Edward did prevent, 
That he from Scotland Jid not not rake his wite, 
His daughter Iang periormed his intent -;_. 
VVith ſecond Dauid ſpending there herliſe. 

He did the child of ſecond Edward marty 

As third Alexander didof our glurd Hairy- 


LY 


yVith: | 


and other Poe ſies. 


Without iſſue they died,then Margery, 

Their firſt King Roberts daughter Bruſe by name, 

Scots Queene by birth, muſt needs remembred be : 

By whom Lord Stewart did encreaſehis fame. 
From them ſecond Robert,&lames Steyart from him 
Third Robert namde, whence firſtIames did begin, 


A yaliant Prince who ſpent his youthfull prime, 

In martiall deeds, witF our fift Henry in France: 

To whom our fixt king Henry in his time, 

lane our third Edwards grandchild did aduance. 
In mari1ge,ſhe of Henry Bewford ſprong, 
Somerlſets Earle was yertuous, faire and yong. 


Fifth Margaret Richmonds Countes forth did bring 

Our ſeuenth Henry, who one diuifion ended, 

With Eliza, heire of our fourth Edward king: 

From both whom great'ſt Margret of all deſcended: 
From whom -d fourth Iames,fift Iames Scottiſh king, , 
And fromhim Mary Scots lafl Queene did ſpring. 


Fourth Tames being ro did Douglas marry, 
They a daughter Margret had;Earle Lyneux wife: 
Whoſe ſonne Lord Darnley married theirlaſt Mary, 
Of whom comes Charles Iames finiſher of ſtrife, 
Who with Anne makes ynion by the chilleſle death, 
Ofour Queenes Mary, and Elizabeth, oe 


The rareſt pearles, and richeſt Margarits all, 

Which i in any Iewell and 

The raxelt lewell too,and moſt Angelicall, 

Almoſt made vp by God and Natures hand, 
By mea to be finiſht to this Iſle ſent, 


Fen to be worne for her beſt oxnamene,,. 


& & 
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A Tanegyricke to my ſourraigne 
Lord the King, 


(Cheat King,fince firſt this Ile by Tones owne hand, 
Was ſet apart within great oceans armes, 
And ras appointed by ker ſelfe ro ſtand, 
Fenc't round about vith rocks from forren harmes: 
She inco ſundry parts hath oft bene terge, 
And greateſt wounds by her oyne blowes hath borne. 


Kut all the fraftions now which man did make, 
Since it in ene whole number nature gaue, 
Are added vp, and broughtto one great liake, 
And being all ſum'de vp, one totalihaue, 

For Rrittajine nov to all the diuidend, 

In one whole quotient all doth comprehend. 


For thou the Monarch gf this wefterne Ile, 

Noweall her ſhiuered parts haſt brought together: 

Spreading thy Empires mings elght hundred mile, 

In length, and fourein breadth, there ſtaying neither, 
But ore'old oceans breſt thy arme doft ffretch - 
Through Irclahid, making it te India reach, 


Tolnds Eu the tnbes haft brought againe, 
WW hich by themſelues did in Samaria dwell: 


- Tordane by thee rvhoſe ftreame did run amaine, 


Is pow dride vp,that euery tribe may well : 
To other , wagon broke downethe wall, 
Which Adrian made, and which we picricke call, 


Thou vertues orbe where fame is ſtill aſcendeng, 
And nener ean her highctt auge attaine, 
Conquzrour of a | hearts, all fattries tranſcendent, 
Who hold'ſt iclofſe to tzke,ro grue great gaine. 
Of bauntequs deeds the euer-running ſpring, 
Te many nealth,to all doſt gladacfle bring, 
The 


207 and other Po:ſhes. 


The Muſes dearling who with golden Pen, 
And filu'red tongue thy princely mind cant tell, 
In whom learning a Princes richeſt Iemme, 
Both humane,and diuine abounding dwell. 

The great contriuer of this triple le, 

To one imperiall diadem and tile. 


The royall produ@ of the princely doue, 
VVhich Erglands Noah from peaces Ake ſent forth, 
After warres dcluge,who oliue branch of loue. 
Poſt bring with thee in thy returne from North : 
Horv ioyfully did Brittaine reach her hand, 
To take thee int' the Arke of this her land? 


With great Eliza glory of her owne, 

Wonder of future times,true Churches nurſe, 

Tne ancient faiths reuiuer,on whom were ſhowne, 

Heauens bleſsings,all mens praiers, no mans curſe, 
Fortunes fauours, natures wealth, Gods high grace, 
The Muſes lodze,all vertucs dwelling place. 


Our Sun did ſet with great Elizabeth, 

Betore night rhou a new day-lightdid(t bring, 

Onr ſommers peace didcloſe at her cold death, 

Without warres winter thou renewd'ſt our ſpring, 
All our lives toyes with her dead ſeemdto bee, 
Before intombde they were reujude by thee, 


Center of royall births,in whom do meets; 

Lines drawne from all the noble conquerors bloud; 

Which eur in any part with warlike feete, 

Of this great lles circumference haue ſtood , 
Wich thy faire Queene,a ſea whither do rune; 


Streames of all royall bloud of Chriftendome, 


Both royal! plants-whence princely branchesſpring, 

VVhereon'growe our beſt fruits of hope and io 

Great of-ſprings both, of many noble King, 

Ag anndote i againſt this lands annoy, 
Ka 


In whoſe milde lookes hath princely maieſtie, 
A marriage made with modeſt courteſit, 


| | She vertues booke bound in a golden couer, 
v4 W herein nature hath writte with Gods owne quill, 
| r All beauties learning, where thou her truelouer, 
© Mailt reade ſweete lIeRyres of delight at will. 
18; And on the frame of whoſe divineſtfeature, 
| 6 MI graces ſhine thatcan bein a creature. 


'Bi Sprung of adouble, knit to a triple King, 
F Late quadruple,the holy number, Three, 
Gratefull to God did ſeememore apt to bring, 
Peace to this land, with loue and vnitie, 

Plant royall ſet by Iunoin this land, 

Whoſe anceſtors by Mars heere once did ſtand, 


Sacred beauticher makes ſeeme angelicall, 

Theeheauenly wiſedome to the ſtarres do raize, 

Minerua her, Apollo'thee do'call- - 

Their dearlings, both trueft theames of all praiſe, 
Together liue and loge, and long do raigne, 
To our,toyour,to Gods.joy, blifle, and gaine, 


T emy Loyd the Prince, 


JIXacling of theſe,ef future times the glory, 
Brahch royall ſprung from many a _ ſtemme, 
On whoſe faire ſtruQure, written is the ſtory 
Of natures chefelt skill, yyorlds choiſeſt Iemme, 
Wits richeſt Cabinet, vertues belt aray, 
Centre where ur do all hearts _ de _ 
Syrecte ground whereon the Muſes loue to play, 
; Ripein wit, though in year&s,of forme moſt ſweet 
Ceotlands faire fruit, Englands great hope, Frances loue, 
frelands awe, Cambriaes iey,great Brictains fame, . . 
Abridgement of all worth, the-mighty Iouec, 
| 2a reg your good daies,aud ftrl] your name, 
And rrhen you ſhall haue honoured lang this land 
Grantyou a gloriougSaiatin heauen'to hand, | 
- | 8 
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Tothe excellent Lady Elizabeth her Grag'« 


Fire vertues lemme. ſet in moſt royall gold, 

The worthieſt owner of chefaireſt manſion, 

Rich prize for which nature and fortune hold 

VVith Muſes and graces Great contentions - P 
All which by agreement this partition make, | 
None of themſelues worthy of all difcernipg, 
Nature your beauty, Graces yqur yertues take,  * 
Fortune ſhares your honour, Muſes your learning, 
Map of perfe&tion, who deſerue to be 

And are the worthieſt marke the world ca\ yeeld, 
For all great Chriſliaa Princes laues, they fog 
Such verrues png wingin beautics gelge - 
Long may you Lue, 4 dhappylife, \ 
A er. maide firſt, then a rayall wife, ' 
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210 Soxncts, Odts,Elevtes, 


De lapfu hominis in Ado». 


P Avper amabilis & venerabilis eft henediFas, 
Dies nutilisgenſatiabilis,eft maledifing, 

Dui bona negligit,es mala diligit,ntrat abyſſum. 
Nula potentia, nulla pecunia: liberat ipſum. 
Irremeabilis,inſatiabilisllla vorago, 

Hic vb mergitur borrida cernituy omnis 1mogo, 
Ur milerabilis Euaque flebilis hoc ſubierunt, 


NC CrMCIamina, per fig 0rimina,cum moOueruat, 


Iuſſa Det pia, inſſa /alubria ſi tenuiſcat, 

Vir neque faminanec ſaa ſemina,morte periſſent, 
Sed quia [pernere uſſaque ſolu ere non timucre, 
Mors grauas irrujt, hoc merito fait, & periere. 
Ianua mortis paſo fortis crimen corum, 

Altulit orbi ſemiaa morbi,totque malerum. 

Jlla parentes,atque ſequentes culpa ptremit , 
Atque ptaram deliciarum munus adcmit. 

Flebile fatum dans craciatim,danique dolarem, 
Ila merentt perdere tanti regis bonorem. 

Eſt data ſeurm cauſa per Enam perd:tionis, 


| Dum meliorem ſperat bonorem voce dracoms, 


Hoc male credens, 05 quoque ledens crimme wagns, 
Omma triſtiſubdiditifti ſecuila damne. 

Stirps miſerorum plena dolerum veſtex creit, 

Kis quoque dazmnis p'uribus annis ſubdita fleut. 


De reſtitutione hominis per Chriſtum, 


Szd Deus omnipot ens, qui verbo cuntF4 creauit, 
Sic cecidiſſe delens homines quos (emper amaiit, 

Ipſe (uum vermum tranſnrrifit ad infima mindi, 

Exulibus miſeris aperire viam redeundi, 

Fil'ns ergo Dei deſcendit ab arce fuperna 

Nungquan diſcedens « maieflate paterna, 

But corpus ſumens an: malum num ne ſale 


_ Proceſitt natus (acre de vir;inis alas. 


Verus bomo,veruſque Dens,vins & miſty ator, 
UVernus [aluator noftreque [alutis amator, 
Sponte (ua mor ens mortews moriendo peremit 
Et fic p:rvetua milerss a morte redemit, 
Namque pie de morte reſurgens, vt Leo forts, 
Reftituit vitam profirato priscipe mar tis, 


. 


SY 


ln I» TY EY 3» 3» we ond 


and other Pocſies. 


Of the fall of manin Adam. 

THe poore mi belou'd,for vertue p—_—_ right bleed ishe, 

Where coucteus chuff who never hath enough, accurſed ſhalbe. 
Who goodnes reieReth,& euill afteRech,ſhallfall in the pir, 
No plenty of pence ſhallfree him from thence, no power nor wit. 
Bota vnrepatiable and vnſariable, thar gulph will appeare, 
Imbogd he ſhall be, where nought he ſhall ſee, but horror & feare. 
{ Adam vnſtable, and Eue variable, the very frſt time, 
By falling from God, deſcrued this rod,(O horrible crime,) 
For had they adhered co God. & him feared, bykeeping his reede 
The death had not come on,the mi or the wom3,or any their ſeed. 
Bur when as the man,from Gods will began, balely ro reuoler, 
For his grieuous finne,deathcame ruthing in,andon him laid hoſt, 
This was the = 27 p7 Foes at the rſt time, by cratr of the de- 
Did bring in the ſeed, of ficknes and need, & 31! vs euills wil}, 
This was the fin,which frſt did begin,our parents to kill, 
&nd heauenly foode,prepard for our good, did vtrerly ſpill. 
Vahappy the fate,whuch firſt fuch a fare, ſuch ſorrow did bring, 
To him that had loſt, ſo much ce our coſt,our heauenly king, 
The credulous Eue, twas ſhe that did giue,the cauſe of ſuck cull, 
Hoping that honor,wold come more vp5 her,deceiued by the deuih 
Beleeuing of him,did make her to fin,to all eur great lofle, 
For mankind ere ſence,receiued from hence,an horrible crofle. 
For all the nations, throughall generatios,which after haue bene 
-| With gricf of their 0h On raſted the ſinarr of that primitive ig, 


Of the reftoring of man by Chriff, 


BY: loue omniporent,all things by his word who created, 
Gri-uing man to be falne,whoſc loue was in him ſo innated 
Sent from aboue his word, for man to prepare a returning 
Thence,where clſc had he lien, through all eternity burningg 
So Gods onely þegorren ſonne, came downe te redceeme ys, 
Yerdid he till himſelfe, his fathers glory bereeme vs, 

A body formde with a ſoule, to his Fviniry raking. 

Ando be borne ofa virgine, his humaniry making. 4 
Borne very God, yety man, he a man God, mercifull,holy, 
Purchaſe dour ſaluarion, was our Sauiour wholy. 

For by his willing death, he deaths ſelfe wholy defeated, 

And ſo vs all from ereinall death, by death rebegerred 

From death again rifing, he deaths prince mightily maimed, 
Vhercby kus ewac from death, tocrernall life he regained, 
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